om” > Sat 9 1 - r * - 


e 
5 e - 2 * 


n 


Wen 
K [1 | 


Wy 


O! Nymph divine, wilt thou one Smile diffuſe ? 
One Smile from thee, will cheer the trembling Muſe ; 
Who, at thy ſacred Shrine, ſubmiſſive pays 

The trueſt Homage, in the humbleſt Lays, 


a 


L 0 M2 0: 9 58 
PRINTED FOR THE AUTHOR; 
AND SOLD BY J. DODSLEY, PALL-MALL; AND P. ELMSLY, IN THE STRAND, 


1 1 


/ 


M. DCC, LXXX* 


+ 


2 — 
7 8 


3 


aa 


4 meine,” "UNI, 6 * 


r 


ee e ”_ 


r 


. 


F 


S UBS RI 


A. 
IR John St. Aubyn, Bart. 
Mrs. Mottley Auſten 
Mrs. Allen 
Mrs. Aſtle 
Mrs, Atkinſon 
Mrs. Amyand. 
Miſs Aquilar 
Miſs Amyand 
Miſs Charlotte Amyand 
Miſs Akerman 
John Aubrey, Eſq; M. P. 2 copies 
Thomas Aſtle, Eſq; F. R. S. 10 co- 
pies 


Atkinſon, Eſq; 
George Arnold, Eſq; 
William Alevarder, Eſq; 
Daniel Aſtle, Eſq; 


B. 


Right Honourable Lady Brownlow 
Right Honourable Iſaac Barre, 2 


copies 
The Honourable Mrs. Boſcawen 
Lady Baker 
General Burgoyne 2 


The Rev. Dr. Buckworth, Preben- 


dary of Canterbury 
b The 


LIST OF SUBSCRIBERS. 
The Rev. Dr. Barford, --ox0kcurn dl > 


of Canterbury 
George Evelyn Boſcawen, Eſq; 
The Rev. Dr. Baker, Rector of St. 
George, Hanover Square 


- The Rev. Dr. Bennet 


The Rev. Mr. Bourne, Vicar * 
Dronfield 

The Rev. Mr. Bayley, 2 copies 

William Bayntun, Eſq; 

Mrs. Bayntun 

Mrs. Barford 

Mrs. Barton 

Mrs. Bodkin 

Mrs. Blackburn 

Mrs. Blake 

Miſs Bidwell 

Miſs Bramſton 

Miſs Butler 

Mrs. Brown 

Miſs Barlow 

William Brummell, Eſq; 

George Blunt, Eſq; 

Jacob Bryant, Eſq; 

Stafford Briſco, Eſq; 

Hugh Bowen, Eſq; 

Harry Beaufoy, Eſq; 

Joah Bates, Eſq; 


C. 


His Grace the Archbiſhop of Can- 
terbury | 

TheRight Honourable Earl of Chol- 
mondeley, 2 copies 

The Right Honourable Cb 
Dowager Cowper 

Sir John Cullum, Bart. 

Sir Foſter Cunliffe, Bart. 


Miſs Cave 


Francis Cockayne Cuſt, Eſq; M. P. 
Mrs. Cheyne 

Miſs Carey 

Mrs. Clive 

Henry Collingwood Selby, Eſq; 
William Cooke, Eſq; 

Thomas Cooke, Eſq; | 
Thomas Colby, Eſq; els 
Thomas Clark, Eſq; | 
Alexander Chorley, Eſq; 

Stephen Cole, Eſq; 

William Currie, Eſq; 


D. 


Her Grace the Dutcheſs of Devon- 
ſhire, 2 copies | 

The Right Honourable Lord Der 
trey, 2 copies 


Sir William Dolben 
Mrs. 


1. 


LIST OF SUBSCRIBERS. 


Mrs. Ann Dolben 

Nathaniel Davidſon, * Conſul of 
Algiers. 

Nicol Davidſon, Eſa; 

John Davidſon, Eſq; 

William Dobſon, Eſq; 

John Davis, Eſq; 

John Dunning,. Eſq; M. P. 

Mrs. Durban 

Miſs Dodwell 

Mrs. Nixon Donellan 

Mrs. Dickins | 

John Drinkwater, Eſq; 

William Drew, Eſq; 

Nehemiah Nixon Donnellan, Eſq; 

John Davies, Eſq; 


E. 


Sir Henry Etherington, Bart. 

Lady Etherington 

The Rev. Doctor Evans, Preben- 
dary of Worceſter, 4 copies 

The Rev. Mr. Eaton, Rector of St. 
George the Martyr 

Mrs. Evans, 2 copies 


F. 
The Right Honourable Lord For- 


teſcue 


The Right Honourable Lady For- 
teſcue 


teſcue Aland 


Mrs. Fenwick 
Miſs Foreman 
Mrs. French 

Mrs. Franks 

Mrs. J. Franks 
Miſs Franks 

Miſs Foſter 

Moſes Franks, Eſq; 
John Fennel, Eſq; 


G. 


Lady Griffin 
Charles Goring, Eſq; 
Mrs. Goring 


The Right Honourable Lord For- 


The Honourable Hugh F orteſcue 
Miſs Fellows 


Thomas Fonnereau, Eſq; 
William Frank, Efq; 


The Rev. Doctor Glaſſe, Preben- 


dary of Worceſter, 2 copies 
Capt. Gardner 
Mrs. Garbrand 
Daniel Giles, Eſq; 
John Greenway, Eſq; 
Miſs Gorden 


William Glaſsford, Eſq; 
" "'l 


The Rev. Mr. Griffith, 14 copies 


Mr. 


LIST OF SUBSCRIBERS. 


Mr. Alexander Garrat Lady James 
Mr. C. Groome Mrs. Jellico 
14 Muifſs Jeffreſon 
Nathaniel James, Eiq; 


The Right Honourable the Counteſs 


d Ilico, Eſc 
of Harborough 3 ey, M 
The Right Honourable the Earl of f 
Mrs. Ivatt 
Hardwicke 
The Honourable William Hewit K 


Jonas Hanway, Fſq; 2 copies 


Hanway Hanway, Eſq; 2 copies Phe Honourable Admiral Keppel 


George Harris, L. D. 


Colonel Kingſton 
Mrs. Hare George Keate, Eſq; 
Mrs. Hart Mrs. Keate 
Mrs. Holden Mrs. Kite 
Mis Holden Edward King, Eſq; 
Mrs. Heber James Kirk, Eſq; 
Miſs Harrop PW Samuel Knight, Eſq; 
org on. 2 copies Kerr, Eſq; 
rs. f | 
nn. Ela; John Kenrick, Eſq; 
The Rev. Mr. Heraming, F. R. S. | 
Henry Hoare, Eſq; Stourhead L. 
Henry Hoare, Eſq; junior The Right Rev. the Lord Biſhop 
Leonard Holmes, Eſq; f Lond 
of London 
Stephen Haven, Eſq; The Honourable Mrs, Leveſon 
Haughton, Eſq; General Lifter 
* | Mrs. Lake 


The Right Honourable Counteſs of The Rev. Dr. Lort, F. R. S. 


Ilcheſter Mrs. Levy 


Mrs. 


LIST OF SUBSCRIBERS. 


Mrs. Linn 

Mrs. Liſter 

Mrs. Lockwood 
Mrs. C. Lockwood 
Mrs. Lloyd 

Mrs. Lewis 

Mrs. Leverſuch 


M. 


His Grace the Duke of Montague 
The Honourable Mrs. Moncton 
Lady Mildmay 

Lady Middleton 

Mrs. Marriot 

General Morris 

Miſs Mildmay 

Samuel Marriot, Eſq; 

Francis B. Maſſingberd, Eſq; 

F. Maſſingberd, Eſq; 

Miſs Martin 

Mrs. Marſhall 

Mrs. May 

Miſs May 

James Malpas, Eſq; 

William Maſterman, Eſq; 

Mrs. Middleton 

Mrs. Meirope 

Miſs Mills 

Mrs. Moore 


5 


Mr. Walter Mather 
—— Mathewman, Eſq; 


N. 


His Grace the Duke of Northum- - 
berland, 2 copies 

The Right Honourable Counteſs 
Dowager of Northampton 

Mrs. Nelſon 

Mrs. Northey 

Johnſon Newman, Eſq; Counſellor 
to the Ruſſian Embaſſy 


O. 
Mrs. Ord, Queen Ann Street 


P. 


Sir Richard Perryn, Baron of the 
Exchequer 

Lady Philips 

Sir George Pocock, K. B. 

Lady Prime 

Vice Admiral Pigot 

Miſs Pocock 

Rev. Dr. Percy, Dean of Carliſle 

Mrs. Percy 

Rev. Dr. Parker, Rector of St. 


ames's 
J Mrs. 


. e 


— _ p 
* A - - * =_ 8 , . _ 1 * 
r r ere 


EFST OF SUBSCRIBERS. 


Mrs. Parker 


Rev. Mr. Parkhurſt 


Mrs. Parkhurſt 
Thomas Pennant, Eſq; 
Mrs. Pennant 

Mrs. E. Pennant 


Samuel Prime, Eſq; 10 copies 
Alexander Popham, Eſq; M. P. 
Robert Palmer, Eſq; 2 copies 


Thomas Parr, Eſq; 
Mrs, Pennington 


| George Weller Poley, Eſq; 


Francis Plummer, Eſq; 


Rev. Mr. Penneck, Rector of St. 


John's 
Hinkley Phipps, Eſq; ) 


Joſeph Planta, Eſq; Britiſh Mu- 
ſeum, Secretary of Royal Society 


Francis Plummer, Eſq; 


Samuel Prado, Eſq; 


Mrs. Prado 
George Pengree, junior, Eſq; 
John Parkhurſt, Eſq; | 


R. 


Henry Raper, Eſq; 
Thomas Rackett, Eſq; 
John Read, Eſq; 
Metcalf Ruſſel, Eſq; 


Phillip Ryan, Eſq; 
Henry Richardſon, Eſq; 
Mrs. Roffey 

Mrs. Rogers 


8. 


The Right Honourable the Counteſs 
Spencer, 2 copies 

The Right Honourable Earl of Shel- 
burne, 2 copies 

Sir George Saville, Bart. 

Lady Sanderſon 

Mrs. Soams 

Lovel Stanhope, Eſq; M. P. 

William Seward, Eſq; 

Mrs. Simons 

Miſs Sharpe, 12 copies 

Mrs. Stert 

Mrs. Slade 

Miſs Slade 

Miſs Sophia Slade 

Mrs. Stanton 

Mrs. Swaffield 

Mrs. Staples 

Mrs. Sherſon 

John Slade, Eſq; 

Thomas Shepheard, Eſq; 6 copies 

John Swaffield, Eſq; 

James Slade, Eſq; 

" "o The 


p 


LIST OF SUBSCRIBERS 


The Right Honourable Lord Wil- 
loughby de Broke 


The Right Honourable Marchioneſs The Honourable Horace Walpole 


of Tweedale 


The Dowager Lady Williams Wynne 


The Right Honourable Counteſs of Sir Watkin Williams Wynne 


Temple 
Lady Temple 
Sir Charles Kemys Tynte, Bart. 
Lady Tynte 
William Taylor, Eſq; 
Mrs. Taylor 
Mrs. Travis 
Mrs. Thompſon, Queen Ann Street 
Mrs. Turner 
— Tovry, Eſq; junior 
Miſs Towry 
Mrs. Thompſon 


V. 


The Right Honourable Lord Vere 
The Right Honourable Lady Vere 
Edward Vernon, Eſq; 

Mrs. Vaughan 

Paul Vaillant, Eſq; 

John Vernon, Eſq; 


W. 


The Right Honourable the Counteſs 
of Weſtmoreland 


Lady Wynn 

Sir Booth Williams, Bart. 

Lady Williams 

Mrs. Wynn 

Miſs Wynn | 
James Witchurch, Eſq; 2 copies 
Mrs. Witchurch, 2 copies 

Miſs Wilſon 

William Walcot, Eſq; 

Mrs. Way 

Mrs. Walſham 

Miſs Walſham _ 

Miſs E. Walſham 

Mrs. Wakelin, 2 copies 

Miſs Wakelin 

Mrs. Warner 

Simeon Warner, Eſq; 


Y\ 5 
Mrs. Yates 


r » 2 


DP 2 
> © C _ pt ay > 
n 


44 n s 6 
— — rr e 1 fs rey IEA VE 


— —— 


D * «x2. 


F =" 


$6 94 en * 0 1 ; g 2 8 7 * 
r OO eren 


TALIESIN'S POEM 


* 0 
PRINGE E I. "LN 


F R O M 


MR. EVANS'S SPECIMENS OF THE WELCH POETRY, 


LONDON, 1764, QUART O. 


—— ʒ́ — — 


2 - 
48. * 
% 2 
Y 1 * 
ODT OT re 


1 
. m1 
ge "oe 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


ff. | : T H E following poem was written by Talieſin, chief of the Cam- 
| | 1 | brian Bards, who lived in the ſixth century; it is addreſſed to Prince 


Elphin, his patron, ſon of Gwyddno Garanir, a petty king of Cantre'r 


Gwaelod, to conſole him upon his paſt misfortune, and to exhort him 


to put his truſt in Divine Providence. 


TALIESIN'S Fer. 


T O 


PN E L FP. 3 


I. 


E. LP HIN] fair as roſeate morn, 
Ceaſe, O! lovely youth, to mourn; 
Mortals never ſhould preſume 
To diſpute their Maker's doom, 
Feeble race, too blind to ſcan 
What th' Almighty deigns for man ; 
Humble hope be ſtill thy guide, 3 
Steady faith thy only pride, 
| oF * 


4  TALIESIN'S POEM TO PRINCE ELPHIN. 


Then deſpair will fade away, 

Like demons at th' approach of day : 
Cunllo's prayers acceptance gain, 
Goodneſs never ſues in vain ; 

He who form'd the ſky is juſt, 

In him alone, O Elphin ! truſt. 

See gliſt'ning ſpoils in ſhoals appear, 

Fate ſmiles this hour on Gwiddno's* wear. 


II. 


Elphin, fair ! the clouds diſpell, 
That on thy lovely viſage dwell ; 


2 A Wear was a place fenced off in ſome inlet of the ſea, and was ſo 
formed that, when the tide came in, fiſh were carried into it, and left there 
at the ebbing of the tide; and the profits, ariſing from the ſale of the fiſh thus 


caught, were the chief revenues of the princes of thoſe times, 


9 Wipe, 


N 


7 


TALIESIN'S POEM TO PRINCE ELPHIN, 5 


Wipe, ah wipe the pearly tear, 
Nor let thy manly boſom fear ; 
What good can Melancholy give ? 


Tis bondage in her train to live. 


Pungent ſorrows doubts proclaim, 


Ill ſuit thoſe doubts a Chriſtian's name; 


Thy great Creator's wonders trace, 


His love divine to mortal race, 

Then doubt, and fear, and pain will fly, 
And hope beam radiant in thine eye. 
Behold me leaſt of human kind, 

Yet Heav'n illumes my ſoaring mind. 
Lo! from the yawning deep * I came, 
Friend to thy lineage and thy fame, 


"OS 9. -— — OD” a _-— r — —— —_ 


> It is recorded of Talieſin, that he was found, enwrapped in a leathern 


bag, floating in a wear belonging to Gwyddno, the profit of which he had 
given to his ſon, Prince Elphin ; that the Prince ordered him to be taken 


care of, and gave him the beſt education, upon which he became the moſt 
celebrated Bard of his time, 


To 


s TALIESIN'S POEM TO PRINCE ELPHIN; 


To point thee out the paths of truth, 


To guard from hidden rocks thy youth; 


From ſeas, from mountains, far and wide, 9 


1 God will the good and virtuous guide. 
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III. 


Elphin, fair! with virtue bleſt, 
Let not that virtue idly reſt; 
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If rous'd, 'twill yield thee ſure relief, 
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And baniſh far unmanly grief : 


Think on that Pow'r whoſe arm can ſave, 
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7 Who e'en can ſnatch thee from the grave; 


He bade my harp for thee be ſtrung, | I 
1 | © © Prophetic lays he taught my tongue. 43 


Wo ; Though like a ſlender reed I grow, 4 
16 | Toſt by the billows to and fro, | 4 


lll Vet till, by him inſpir d, my ſong 
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The weak can raiſe, confound the ſtrong : 
Am 


TALIESIN'S POEM TO PRINCE ELPHIN. +7 


Am not I better, Elphin ! ſay, 
Than thouſands of thy ſcaly prey ? 


; IV. 


Elphin ! fair as roſeate morn, 
Ceaſe, O lovely youth, to mourn. 
Weak on my leathern couch I lie, 
Yet heav'nly lore I can deſcry; 
Gifts divine my tongue inſpire, 

My boſom glows celeſtial fire ; 


Mark ! how it mounts, my lips diſcloſe 
The certain fate of Elphin's foes ; 
Fix thy hopes on him alone, 
Who is th' eternal Three in One; 
There thy ardent vows be given, 
Prayer acceptance meets from Heaven 
Then thou ſhalt adverſe fate defy, „ 
And Elphin glorious live and die. 
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A DVERTIS EME NI. 


Tus following Elegy was written by Einion, ſon of Gwalchmai, 
about the year 1240, 5 the death of Neſt, or, according to the 
Engliſh pronunciation, Neeſt, the daughter of Howe), ſon of Owain 
Gwyned, Prince of North Wales, known by the name of the Dragon of 


Mona. Howel was a celebrated Bard in his time, and one of his 


father's Generals in his wars againſt the Engliſh, Flemings, and Nor- 


mans, in South Wales. 
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AN ELEGY ON 
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Ka I R blooms the ſpring, in vernal honours gay, 
The thick'ning groves their warbling tenants ſhade, 
Where each, extatic, ſwells th' harmonious lay, 


And kens with rapt'rous eye the verdant glade. 


Smooth'd is the boſom of the perilous deep, 
Even the wide foaming billows are at peace; 


Gently the varying tides a cadence keep, 


And the rude winds their bluſt ring fury ceaſe. 


But ah! my griefs what ſeaſon can remove, 
Stronger than blowing winds, or daſhing wave? 
Nor Spring, nor Summer, can abate my love, 


Or, of one pious drop, defraud the grave. 


C 2 O! 


12 AN ELEGY ON NEEST, BY EIN ION. 


O ! pray r divine, thy potent balm impart, 
Tis thine, alone, misfortune's wounds to heal; 
Thy ſacred armour may ſecure my heart, 


And teach me how to ſuffer, though I feel. 


But I muſt ſpeak ! my grief will force its way, 
Keen is my forrow, loudly let me mourn ; 
For ſad remembrance treaſures ſtill the day, 


That ſaw thee, lovely Neeſt ! to earth return. 


By Teivis' © mournful ſtream I penſive ſtray ; 
I hear th' affrighted waves terrific roar, 
To Beli's * confines, ſad, the tale convey, 


That Neeſt, the gentle maiden, is no more. 


A river in Cardiganſhire. 


What country this is, is quite uncertain. 


9 


Bright 


ä 


AN ELEGY ON NEEST, BY EIN ION. +3 


Bright were thy charms, tho' now, alas ! no more, 


Theme fit for Bards, the pride of Britiſh lyre ; 
: Each Bard for thee, exhauſted fancy's ſtore, 
| For like Elivri's* could thine eyes inſpire, 
| But now my penſive heart, Oh! fad reverſe, 
O'ercharg'd with woe thy elegy prepares ; 
g Thou |! ever preſent, yes I'll ſtrew thy hearſe, | 
N And on thy ſtony dwelling ſhower my tears. 
| O | Cadvan's * brighteſt ſtar, how didſt thou ſhine 
In ſilken garments beautifully gay ; 
How did thy rays Duſunni's banks refine, 
Enliv'ning nature like the orb of day! 


© Elivri, the name of a woman, but who ſhe was, or when ſhe lived, is 


not clear. ES „ 


Cadvan is the Saint of Towyn Meirionnydd. 


* Dyſynni, or Duſunni, is the name of a river that runs by Towyn. 


Conſummate 
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Conſummate prudence crown'd thy bloom of youth, 
Bleſt with a heart unknown to baſe diſguiſe, 
A conſtant vot'ry at the ſhrine of truth, 


Whoſe ſacred precepts made thee truly wiſe. 


But now, for ever gone, in ſilence laid 
In the cold tomb which ruddy earth confines, 
Torn from my raviſht eye, the peerleſs maid, 


Lovely in death, the grief of Bards, reclines. 


Each Bard, each Druid, mourn'd her timeleſs fate, 
For ſhe to Bard and Druid ſtill was dear; 
Eternal honours. round her tomb ſhall wait, 


There ſtill ſhall flow the verſe, ſhall drop the tear. 


Bright as the eagle's was her piercing eye, 
Her long deſcent from royal line proclaim'd, 
Of Venedotia ſhe, the pride, the joy, 

For faireſt virtue, as for beauty fam'd. 


Friend 


AN ELEGY ON NEEST, BY EINION. 15 


Friend to the Bard, with princely hand ſhe gave, 
Still generous the mind where goodneſs reigns ; 

And is that goodneſs ſunk into the grave ? 
Now Death thy ſting I feel, its ſharpeſt pains. 


Nor can aught heal the pungent wound it made, 
Undone for ever by the fatal blow ; 

Now equal to my eye the light or ſhade, 
Still bleeds my heart, nor ceaſe my eyes to flow. 


And though all grieve, yet none like me can mourn, 
For ſhe was dearer far to mè than light; 


| Yes, Neeſt is gone, ah! never to return, 


And with her light-wing'd Pleaſure took its flight. 


But cruel Death relentleſs ſees my woe, 
Nor tears, nor pray'rs, his rigid heart can move > — 1 
All muſt ſubmit to his reſiſtleſs blow, 


He burſts the bonds of nature and of love. 
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O! gen'rous Neeſt, in earth's cold boſom laid, 
Safe in thy lone retreat thy aſhes reſt ; 


Strong as Pryderi's was my grief diſplay'd, 


PFreſn ſorrow's hoarding in my penſive breaſt. 


For never can my ſorrows ceaſe to flow, 
Ne'er can the current of my woes be dry ; 
Still, ſtill I'll tend thee, round thy tomb I'll go, 


Not Death can hide thee from a lover's eye. 


I ſee his dreary veil around thee ſpread, 
Even o'er that face which ſhone like pearly dew, 
Fair as the virgin ſnow on“ Eiry's head, 


And form'd of beauty all I ever knew. 


> Eryri, Snoudon ; called Creigiau Eryri, and Mynydd Eyri, that is, the 


rocks and mountains of ſnow, from Eiry, which ſignifies ſnow. 


O! 


AN ELEGY ON NEEST, BY EINION. wu7 


O ! thou great Maker of the earth and ſky, 
Whoſe gracious ears ne'er cloſe to humble prayer, 

Grant mine may mount, as winged ſpirits fly, 
Safe to thy throne, and find acceptance there. 


O! grant that beauteous maid, who ſhone below, 
Glittering like pearls with virtues given by thee, 
May now in beauties more celeſtial glow, 


From fin by* Dewi's interceſſion free. 


Let thy bright-beaming mercy round her ſhine, 
May ſhe with ſaints and martyrs chaunt thy praiſe, 
With holy Mary join the ſong divine, 
And to thy name her loud Hoſanna's raiſe. 


i Dewi, Saint David, a Biſhop in the time of King Arthur, and the Patron 
Saint of the principality of Wales 


D Boundleſs 
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Boundleſs my love, it mounts, it ſoars on high, 
May good Saint Peter ever be her guard; 
My God, behold her with a gracious eye, 
And grant thy heav'n may be her great reward! 
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PARTY-COLOURED SHIELD, 
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/ I N days when chivalry prevail'd, 
And many a doughty chief aſſail'd, 
Who oft in queſt of noble fight, 
Set out array'd like Mancha's knight; 
Whew ignorance o'erſpread this iſle, 
Since bleſs'd with Reaſon's ſacred ſmile, 
A valiant Prince; whoſe deeds in verſe 
Some loftier Poet ſhall rehearſe, 
Immortal Victory to requite, 


For all his glories gain'd in fight, 


E. 


Commands with utmoſt ſkill and care, 


The choiceſt artiſts to prepare 


A curious 


VS: - 


THE PARTY-COLOURED SHIELD. 


A curious ſtatue—They obey'd 


In reverence to the Prince and Maid. 


And now behold the ſtatue brought, 
Finiſh'd as &er Pygmalion wrought, 
And in a point of certain view, 

To which four roads directly drew, 
On pedeſtal of Gothic taſte, 

The coy, triumphant Damſel plac'd ; 
Her right hand graſp'd a pointed ſpear, 
The emblem of deſtructive War, 

Her left reclin'd upon a ſhield, 
Whoſe outſide blaz d a golden field, 
But paler luſtre next her breaſt 

Mild ſilver's modeſt ray confeſs'd ; 
One ſide, inſcrib'd with Celtic lays, 
Fair Victory's dread might diſplays ; 


I Conſpicuous 
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Conſpicuous on the other ſhone, 


The homage he was proud to own. 


One morn it chanc'd, as chance oft brings 
From meereſt trifles mighty things, 
Two noble Knights arm'd cap-a-pee, 
As trim as errant knights could be; 
One all in fable armour dight, 

And one array'd in lovely white, 
From different quarters poſting came 
In ſearch of all-1nſpiring fame: 

The ſtatue ſoon attracts their eyes, 
Both gaz'd, and both confeſt ſurprize; 
One views the golden fide, and one 
The ſide where modeſt filver ſhone ; 
When each with ſimilar delight, 

The different beauties thus recite : 


And firſt began the ſable Knight. 
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This golden ſhield, and fine device, 


« Proclaims the artiſt bold and nice: 


* This golden ſhield !” reply'd the other, 
« Surely you've loſt your ſight, good brother 


„If 1 have eyes, or aught can view, 
This ſhield is of a filver hue. 


Sir!“ quoth the Knight array'd an black, 


« Yourſelf both ſight and judgment lack ; 
« For ſure as I am errant knight, 

% Or ever broke a lance in fight, 

«© This ſhield we wond'ring here behold, 
«© This ſhield, I fay, is ſculptur'd gold :” 
The other, with contemptuous ſneer, 


And ſilent ſcorn, repays the jeer. 


Now anger glares, and from their eyes 


Diſtemper'd paſſion's light'ning flies; 


Defiance 
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Defiance on defiance hurl 'd, 

And fury's banners are unfurl'd ; 

Swiftly their foaming palfreys wheel, 

While each prepares the biting ſteel ; 

Quick the well-brandiſh'd lances join, 

And chivalry's beſt arts combine ; 

Sharp was the combat, ſharp their points, 
Bruis'd were their ſides, and ſtiff their joints: 
His Roſinante now each Knight 

Forſakes, in moſt diſaſtrous plight ; 

The purple tides diſtain the ground, | — 
Which flow from many a ghaſtly wound, 
When a ſage Druid chanc'd to rove, 

From midſt his oak-embowering grove ; 

He was of truth the ſacred guide, 

His warlike nation's grace and pride ; 

With many an attribute divine, DPS et 


Wiſe, gentle, generous, benign. 
E The 
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The bleeding chiefs now panting lay, 
Their ſouls on wing to quit their clay; 
Ready, juſt ready to depart, 

The warm ſtream iſſuing from the heart, 
When the ſage Druid, who well knew 
The virtues of each herb that grew, 
Exerts his utmoſt ſkill and care, 

To ſnatch from death the warlike pair: 
Succeſs awaits the generous deed, 

Their recent wounds no longer bleed, 
Returning life, with blooming grace, 
Begins to paint each hero's face; 

And both in feeble accents ſtrove | 

To praiſe the gentle Druid's love ; 

While he, with ſtrong amazement wrought, 


Enquires for what, for whom they fought ? 


Whence all this whirl of paſſion roſe ? 


What envious diſcord made them foes ? 
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The ſable Knight, with courteous guiſe, 
Attentive hears, and thus replies: 
« Kind ſoother of our pains, attend, 
« Thou ſoul's phyſician, father, friend 3 
« From trivial cauſe our quarrel roſe, 


No injur'd beauty made us foes; 


* 


o 


No lofty hopes of tow'ring fame 

«« Inſpir'd us with a rival claim; 

“ Strangers we are, by chance here brought, 
« Firſt met, where ſoon we raſhly fought ; 
That ſtubborn chief, perverſely bold, 

«« Denies this ſhield is ſhining gold.” 
That, quoth Sir White, „I till deny, 
«« Tis you, Sir, are perverſe, not I; 

« Here, rev'rend Sage, with me, behold 

« This ſilver ſhield, which he calls gold: 
From hence my inſtant paſſion grew, Sb 
* Who doubts my word ſhall own it true.” 
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The kining Druid inly griev'd, 
And many a ſigh his boſom heav'd ; 
Then mildly graceful ſilence broke, 
His wiſdom raviſh'd as he ſpoke : 
« O! will perverſe of human kind, 
« With paſſion's guſts to rend the mind ; 
«« Hence riſe theſe ſudden ſtarts of Ire, 
« That ſet our little world on fire! 
« Ah! why is Reaſon thrown aſide, 
« Of Heaven the gift, of man the pride? 
« Or why is her companion, Truth, 
= Tho bleſs'd in Heaven with endleſs youth, 
«© With meek-ey'd Peace, her conſtant friend, 
7 orbid our erring ſteps to tend ? 
Had theſe, my ſons! but grac'd your train, 
„This blood had never dy'd the plain. 
* Wrong were ye both, and yet both right ; 
* For had ye, ere you join'd in fight, 

« With 
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« With calm attention view'd this ſhield, 
« The fair device, the blazing field, 
« At once, accordant, both had told 


« How fair the ſilver, rich the gold. 


« My words to prove, again look o'er 


c 


A 


The ſhield which caught your eyes before, 
Then inſtant change your ſides, and view 
«© Your warm aſſertions both were true: 

« This ſide the burniſh'd gold diſplays, 

On that fair ſilver darts her rays ; 

«© Had then delib'rate judgment ſway'd, 

% And Reaſon Anger's pow'r allay'd, 

« This of yourſelves you might have found, 

« Nor ſtain'd with blood the peaceful ground: 
But as from noiſome weeds and flow'rs 


We juices draw, by chymic pow'rs, 
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« Of ſov'reign aid to baniſh pain, 

* And uſher roſy health again; 

*« So, from your errors, wildom glean, 
* And ev'ry ſenſe from paſſion wean : 
« Permit me, for your common weal, 


„ Now to intreat, with friendly zeal, 


. 


* 


That each his ſuppliant hands would rear, 
And by this brilliant goddeſs ſwear, 


c 


* 


« Never in raſh diſpute engage, 

Nor war on light ſurmiſes wage; 

" From this miſconduct happier-riſe, 

« Be noble, patient, juſt, and wiſe.” 
Gar ſays, from things minute and mean, 
A virtuous mind will morals glean ; 

Then ftateſmen, patriots, Whig, or Tory, 
With candour weigh the recent ſtory. 
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D AP H N T. 


« The ftorms of wintry time will quickly paſs, 
« And one unbounded Spring encircle all.” 


THOMPSON. 


O NE morn, when hoary Winter gan his reign, 
And fleecy ſhowers had whiten'd o'er the plain, 
Young Daphnis, muſing by his chearful fire, 
Pleas'd, in his ſtraw-crown'd hut, attun'd his lyre ; 
The crackling wood with ſprightly ardour blaz'd, 
While thro' his little caſement Daphnis gaz'd, 
And thus he ſang— Hail! Winter, tho' ſevere, — 
* Thy charms are ſtriking as the blooming year; 
L” F * How 
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— 


How pleaſant tis to ſee the melting ray, 


* 


Smiling thro' miſts that hover o'er the day; 


* 


What charming landſcapes do the vallies yield, 
The ſnow how brilliant, that adorns the field; 


A 


* The leafleſs branches of yon hoary trees, | 
* Rob'd in new beauty, ſparkle as they freeze: | [ 
< Thoſe hedges, late array d in flow'ry pride, ye 8 g 
That might for fragrance with the roſe have vy d; ] ; 
© Tho' loſt their ſweets, are yet ſuperbly dreſt, f 
And Nature's hand impearls their ruſſet veſt: b 
See how the briery twigs and pointed thorn, | 4 
Cruſted in glitt'ring froſt, the ſcene adorn ; Z | 


* 


Tranſparent icicles, like dew-drops run, 


Wave in the wind and ſparkle in the ſun; 


ry 


The infant corn ſhoots forth in verdant blades, 
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Diffuſing ſoftneſs o'er the op' ning glades ; 


A 


No more the herds on graſſy meads are fed, 


— 


Or lie luxuriant on their cowſlip bed; 


be 
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The bleating flocks no more on knot-graſs feed, 
Nor tending ſhepherd tunes his paſt' ral reed; 
© But in the litter'd ſtall and cloſe-pen'd fold, 


* Exulting, view afar the Winter's cold: 


© So hard the earth, that ſcarce a ſtep remains 


To ſpeak the docile Oxen's uſeful pains ; 

© Who, from the diſtant ſhed, laborious bear 

* The hoarded faggots of the former year. 

* Flown are the tenants from the naked groves,. 
In ſearch of warmer climes to chaunt their loves; 
* Save the lone Titmouſe, twit'ring ſtill his note, 

* And hardy Wren, who ſwells her little throat ; 

© The Red-breaſts too, ſtill tune domeſtic ſong, 
And as they chirping call they hop along; 

My willing hand their preſſing wants ſupply, 

* Which thankful peckt, again they mount the ſky ; 
Nor ſnow, nor froſt, prevents their tribute lay 


© Doſt thou, O! Man, ſuch conſtant homage pay? 
F 2 ; « See! 
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< See! where yon ſpreading oak its ſhelter lends, 
* Where diſtant ſmoke in tow'ring curves aſcends, 
Beneath that ruſtic roof my Phillis dwells, 
That maid who all our village maids excels ; 


* Ev'n now, perhaps, her thoughts delighted rove 
On abſent Daphnis, and his faithful love; 
* Haply her ſhepherd's praiſe ſhe deigns to ſing, 


* And chaunts ſoft wiſhes for the diſtant Spring : 
For then our flocks together ſweetly ſtray, 
And ſocial converſe gilds each lovely day; 

* Sweet is her converſe, beauteous too the maid } 


Fair as the Spring in op'ning buds array'd ; 


A 


Yet charms more laſting my affections bind, 


A 


I love my Phillis for her gen'rous mind. 


© Ardent I've lov'd her, ever fince that day 


A 


Alexis' goats did o'er yon mountain ſtray ; 


* 


When the young ſhepherd, from the bending rock, 
Explor'd the cauſe of his diminiſht flock ; 
2 5 2 
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There his two Goats (the one was big with young) 
He murder'd views, as o'er the cliff he hung: 
Now riſing ſighs Alexis' boſom ſwell, 

And guſhing tears his honeſt anguiſh tell; 

Fon, oh! alas ! my Father's poor,” he cry'd, 

«© Where ſhall I ſtray to get his wants ſupply'd? 
Home can I neer return, ah! luckleſs day, 


« III-fated Goats, why from me did ye ſtray ? ” 


« Attentive Phillis dropt a pitying tear, 
And bade him not of Providence deſpair ; 
Then thus ſhe faid ; “Poor ſhepherd, weep no more, 
«© Indulgent Heav'n has given me larger ſtore ; 
«« From my increaſing fold two Goats be thine, 
« One too with young; good youth, no more repine.” 
With joy the grateful ſhepherd wept once more, 
Her flowing eyes again with joy ran oer, - 
* Whilſt I enraptur'd wept, and Phillis prais'd, 
* Whoſe ſympathizing heart th' aflifted rais'd. ; 
* 01 
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. c O Winter, be thou as thou wilt, ſevere, 

* This well-tun'd flute ſhall charm each liſt'ning ear; 
While grateful ſhepherds join in Phillis' praiſe, 

© To her the trueſt, tend'reſt notes I'll raiſe : 
Though this keen ſeaſon kills each beauteous flow'r, 


. 
: 


Nor winding woodbines ſtray around yon bow'r ; 
What tho' no zephyrs ambient incenſe breathe, 
A chaplet for her brow I yet can wreath ;: 
For the green Myrtle ſtill in beauty grows, 
* Nor yields in fragrance. to the bluſhing Roſe : 
And this ſoft warbling bird, I've nurs'd ſo long, 
Shall grace the preſent with mellifluous ſong. 
| Bee ſure, ſweet ſongſter! to extend thy throat, 
7 And charm my Phillis with thy ſprightlieſt note.; 
* Then may ſhe liſten, and with joy approve, 


Notes that remind her of her Daphnis' love.” 


Thus ends the ſhepherd's carol for the day; 
Alexis heard, and much approv'd the lay. 
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* Behold, yon breathing proſpect bids the Muſe 
e Throw all her beauty forth. But who can paint 


«© [ike Nature! 
THOMPSON, 


W H Y loiters Daphne ? whither does ſhe ſtray ? 
Thy Damon calls, haſte Daphne, come away. 
She comes not yet! impatient heart, be ſtill : 
I'll wait her coming near this murm'ring rill, 
And the dull interval of time beguile, 
In viewing myriads chear'd by Nature's ſmile. 

Not you, ye ſwarthy Pines, can pleaſe my ſight; 
Nor you, tall Oaks, that grace the mountain's height; 
G | e > OT? 
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Nor thou, full Stream, whoſe rapid waters roll 
Like thunder echoing from the diſtant pole; 5 
But you, ſoft babbling Brooks, that gently ſtray, 


And midſt promiſcuous ſweets in eddies play; 
While broad-leav'd plants your glaſſy ſurface hide, 


And creſſes float upon your circling tide ; 


While vernal flow'rs their dulcet fragrance lend, 


And oer your limpid ſtream in cluſters bend. 


With heedful eyes here view theſe turfy groves, 
See ! how the inſect-world tranſported roves |! 
What od'rous ſweets thoſe flow'ry banks diſplay, 
And orient drops profuſe the graſs array! | 
The tall blades waving like the lofty Pine, 

While little tufts in humbler beauty ſhine ; 


But not a flow'r a fweeter fragrance yields, 
Than the blue Violet midſt th' enamel'd fields; 


Emblem of ſacred Wiſdom, meek ſhe bends, 
Diffuſing ſweetneſs to her humble friends; 


Whilſt 


ABSENCE OF DAPHNE 3 


Whilſt other flow'rs, leſs ſweet, leſs lovely fair, 
With tow'ring heads ſalute the ambient air; 
Yet breathing odours riſe profuſe from all, 9 


Each offers incenſe at the morning's call. 


Mark! ſportive ſwarms now hail the ſun's bright ray, 
With wings whoſe colours gild the face of day; 
Here beauty, order, juſt proportion ſhine, 
And chaunt - The hand that made us is Divine.“ 
But what ſweet bloſſom's that which greets mine eye 
With tints of azure and the Tyrian dye? 
How wanton zephyrs ſporting o'er it play! 
But ah ! th' inchanted flowret's flown away ! 
A Being animate he too can boaſt, 
For in the butterfly the bloſſom's loſt ! | 


Behold yon inſect gaily ſportive fly, "23.46 
And charm, with varied grace, th' aſtoniſh'd eye; 
G 2 His 
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| His jetty ſcales in poliſh'd order plac d, 


And with rich ſcarlet plumes his ſides are grac'd ; 
That Pink attractive bids him ſweetly reſt, | 
And hum the paſſions of his little breaſt ; 

Haply his abſent mate inſpires his notes, 

Whilſt his ſoft inuſic in the zther floats. 

Ye gentle zephyrs, for a while be ſtill, 

O! ceaſe a while to flow, thou purling rill, 
That I may hear this minſtrel of the grove, 

In ſweeteſt accents tune his ſong of love: 

Such are its tender ſounds, that ſcarce the ear 
Notes ſo refin'd, ſo delicate can hear; 

Such the conſtruction of its curious mould, 
Hardly the eye the fabric can behold. 


Ah! whence that ruſtling ſound ? ſay, flow'ry bed! 
Each Roſe, each Lilly bends its wavy head! 
Affrighted bends | for lo ! a hoſtile train 
Of yellow rovers hover o'er the plain; 


* 


The 
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The induſtrious ſpoilers ev'ry flow'r explore, 
And add new fragrance to their balmy ſtore; 
With equal ardour diligently ſtray, 


Then rapt'rous bear their honey'd prize away. 


There, in that Trefoil ſhade, expanded lies 
The late deceiver of my dazzled eyes ; | 
Th' enamel'd wings ſeem burniſh'd freſh with gold, 
Now cautious ſpread, and now together fold; | 
Gay, gaudy Fly ! go, hover o'er that ſtream, 

And mark thy beauty in the paſſing gleam ; 
So wilt thou emulate the fair, the gay, 
Who waſte at toilets their long uſeleſs day ; 
Yet all that nature, pomp, or beauty bleſs, 
Muſt yield to thee in elegance of dreſs. 


But Zephyr now begins a rougher breeze, _ — 
And guſts impetuous rend the quiy ring trees; 


„ 
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Each frighted inſect to his ſhed repairs, 
Till Nature's brow a calmer afpe& wears. 


Soft now ! what phantom ruſhes on my view, 
Rob'd like the rainbow in each vary'd hue ? 


Beware, ye flow'rs ! tis Hyacinth, the gay, 


Trampling your ſweets, he haſtens on his way ; 
In vain, for him, luxuriant Nature ſpreads 
Her moſſy carpets, her embroider'd meads : 


Inſects and plants, what odious hateful things! 


Sure trivial rapture from from ſuch ſources ſprings ! 


Sol too, effulging thro' the roſeate morn, 


Paints ſcenes thy radiant eyes behold with ſcorn; 
Such grave enjoyments poliſh'd youths deſpiſe, 
More ſtriking beauties dwell in Harriot's eyes ; 
To her he flies, the gay beau-monde are there, 
Soft, well-dreſt youths, and giddy, gaudy fair: 


Forgive, O! Hyacinth, my want of taſte, 
To me gay circles ſeem a deſart waſte ; 


IO 
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On pleaſure's wings your rapid moments fly, Om 8 
While Nature and her God neglected lie. 


But fee! my lovely Daphne now appears, 
dhe comes all ſweetneſs, and diſpels my fears. 
Adieu, ye flow'rs, ye lawns, thou purling rill, 
My Daphne comes, and now my heart is ſtill ; 
And you, ye tenants of the fragrant grove, 
Oft ſhall my ſteps amidſt your dwellings rove ; 
Delights like theſe my raviſh'd ſoul refine, - 

I taſte the bleſſings of a hand divine; 
Here uſeful, beautiful, united prove 


Their maker, God of harmony and love. 


But ſee! my Daphne's come, in green array'd, 


The happy zephyrs kiſs the beauteous maid ; 


Gentle her ſmiles, her eyes benignly bright, _ -— 


Yet loſt on me were that inchanting fight, 
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Did not her modeſt, her attractire mien, 

Conſcious imply the Graces dwell within ; 

Benevolence and Truth her ſteps attend, 
And ev ry virtue owns her for a friend. 
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« FSelf-love thus puſh'd to ſocial, to divine, 
Gives thee to make thy neighbour's bleſſing thine.” 


* 


PoE. 


W HE N Sol, one morn, his rays intenſely ſhed 
With ſcorching luſtre on the traveller's head, | 3 


The young Amyntas, from his early toil, 

Was home returning, loaded with his ſpoil ; 
Three beechen poles were o'er his ſhoulders hung, 
While in his nervous hand a hatchet ſwung ; 
With heat and labour tir'd, th' mduſtrious ſwain 
Haſtes on for ſhelter o'er the burning plain. 
Behold a wood that ſtraight before him lay, 

Hither with ardour he purſues his way ; 


H 2 The 
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The ſpreading oaks their foliage round him bend, 


And moſs-grown ſeats relief propitious lend ; 


A. rapid ſtream meander'd thro” the grove, 
Where Dryad nymphs in ſultry dog-days rove ; 


| Cloſe by whoſe banks an infant oak uprear'd 


A8 ſlender trunk, and languiſhing appear d 
The impetuous ſtream had ſhook its tender wa 4 


And rudely robb'd it of the nurt'ring mould. 


Amyntas ſaw, and with a deep fetch'd- ſigh, 
Alas!“ he cry'd, “tis pity thou ſhouldſt die, 
« Ere yet thy acorns ſtrew this verdant bed, 

Or ere thy leaves maturer beauties ſhed ; 
« Forbid it Fate! this hand ſhall fence thee round, 


5 Theſe beechen poles ſhall guard thy ravag d ground: 
| Then moiſten'd earth around the root he ſpread, 


And with nice culture form'd the nurſing bed. 
Now pleas'd he views his toil ſucceſsful prove, 
And now prepares to quit the ſhelt'ring grove; 


5 When, 
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When, Io! a voice of ſoft inchanting ſound 

Iſſues he knows not whence, from tree or ground, 
And calls Amyntas Ihe aſtoniſh'd ſtands, 

His hatchet falling from his trembling hands ; 
When thus the Syren Dryad of the oak, 

For ſuch ſhe was, in ſofteſt accents ſpoke :— 


« Young Shepherd, gentleſt of the ruſtic train, 
* With whom compaſſion never pleads in vain, 
« Say! what return my willing hand ſhall pay ; 
For that benevolence thy deeds diſplay ; 
Speak thy deſire, ſhall India's wealth be thine ? 
Fu fetch thee treaſures from Peruvia's mine: 
« I know thy wants, five ewes thy only ſtore ; 
«« Speak, Shepherd, ſpeak ; and I exert my pow'r. 
% My farouries tree thy gentle care reheves, 
„Thy timely aid revives. its drooping leaves; 
« With grateful ardour I attend thy will, 
«« Speak but thy wiſh, and I that wiſh fulfil.” 


« ON! 


a 
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© O! ſacred Nymph, the Shepherd thus returns, 
For ſordid wealth my boſom never burns; 
* But if, indeed, thy kind indulgent care 


© Attends my will, and waits to crown my pray'r ; 


© Reſtore Palemon to his wonted health, 
© Friendſhip like his exceeds all other wealth; 


* Drooping, ſince harveſt, more and more he bends; 


© Reſtore, O! gentle Nymph, the beſt of friends. 


The wond'ring Dryad heard the gen'rous pray'r, 
And made the Shepherds her peculiar care; 
Palemon gladdens in returning health, 

The good Amyntas finds increaſe of wealth ; 
And, as the Gods benevolence approve, 


They ſhower'd unnumber'd bleſſings from above. 


10 
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E LE „„““ 


ON THE MOST NOBLE. 


FRANCIS Maxqevis oF TAVISTOCK. 


T HE dread Almighty fiat is fulfill'd, 
And virtuous Taviſtock ſubmiſſive bows ; 

Serenely mild, performs what Heav'n has will'd, 
Though long retarded by ten thouſand vows. 


For him, the mournful family of pain 
Inceſſant rais'd to Heav'n the aſking eye; 
The hapleſs widow, and her orphan train, 
With ardour pray'd their patron might not die. 
| I For 
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For him, the tender father's heart was torn ; 
For him, the trembling mother vainly pray'd ; 
For him, fraternal friendſhip droops forlorn, 


Nor dares give comfort, nor expects its aid. 


For him, (but ah ! can words deſcribe her grief?) 
A virtuous, tender wife, imploring Heav'n, pn 
In ſpeechleſs agony intreats relief, | 
And hopes the awful ſentence yet's ungiv'n. 


But what avails the fond, the vain requeſt ; 


Who dares Almighty wiſdom to arraign ? 
That pow'r, who form'd him, ſent the dread beheſt, 


And to the youth mature announc'd his claim. 


Nor birth, nor titles, his all-ſeeing eye, 
Who views the cloſe receſſes of the heart, 

E'er eſtimates ; thoſe airy phantoms fly, 
And in the purer ſpirit hold no part. 


More 
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More glorious titles, TavisTocx, were thine z- 
Though born and bred in Fortune's downy neſt, 
An early votary at Virtue's ſhrine, 


Of all thy honours ſure thy heart was beſt. 


That was to Heav'n a ſacrifice refin'd, 
Thy deeds like fragrant incenſe reach'd the ſkies ; 
And as too good to dwell with human kind, 
Thy great rewarder bade thy ſpirit riſe. 


It mounting flew, on Seraphs' wings upborne, 
And ſaw ætherial worlds with glad ſurpriſe ; 

Where midſt the ſons of ever-blooming morn, 
Thy faithful Emily *- attracts thine eyes. 


* Charles Emily, Eſq; author of Death, a poem, - addreſſed 
Marquis. wes 
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But Ol forgive, bright ſhade, the impious lay, 


That dares thy worth, that dares thy bliſs depaint 


What mortal thought can heav'nly joys diſplay, - 
Or ſpeak the glowing raptures of the ſaint ? 


But may ſweet Patience, ſmiling cherub, fly, 


And from her brig. abode with ſpeed deſcend, 


To wipe the bitter tear from Sorrow's eye, 
And ſoothe the wife, the parent, ſiſter, friend. 


For great her might, by ſacred Reaſon join'd, 


To calm the paſſions, to ſubdue the will; 


Hence flows ſubmiſſion, ſteady and reſign d, 
That gilds, through varying life, the nauſeous pill. 


That healing power will ſhew the blooming pair, 


7 That lov'd, lamented TAVISTOCK bequeaths, 


The tend'reſt objects of parental care, 


In whom, again, the noble father breathes. 


10 | There, 
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There, there ! illuſtrious partners of diſtreſs, 


With doubled tenderneſs your cares employ ; 
Thoſe dear depoſits will your woes repreſs, 


And bid your anxious boſoms feel new joy. 


a 
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WRITTEN ON THE DEATH OP 


IS OTACE. THE MOST NOBLE 


JOHN Duxz or BEDFORD.. 


J UST when the hurrying dream of life is o'er, 


And Death, grim monarch, beckons to his ſhore, 


Our waken'd ſenſes view, with fad diſmay, 


Their idle phantoms thro' the mazy way. 


And if indulgent Heav'n our ſpan extends, 

His reſtleſs darts can wound us thro' our friends ; 
Or when the great, whoſe talents largely giv'n, 
Proclaim them ſtewards' of the gifts of Heav'n, 
Yield up their all to man's relentleſs foe, 
Appall'd we mourn th' inevitable blow, 


Long 
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Long noble BzproRD, pinnacl'd on high, 
Soar'd hke a tow'ring eagle thro' the ſky ; 
By birth illuſtrious, wealth and titles bore, 
But now the gally-gilded ſcene is o'er ; 
And even while Fortune, with her choiceſt gales, 
With freſheſt breezes, fill'd his ſwelling fails, 
Still bittereſt trials mark'd the varied plan, 
And taught the feeling mortal he was man. 
While party-bigots ſtrove to blaſt his fame, 
Dark Envy's ſhafts in baleful myriads came; 
Not one humane, one gen'rous deed reveal'd, 
His acts miſconſtru'd, and his worth conceal'd : 
Yet ſlight theſe wounds, to what the fire muſt bear, 
When bleeding nature barr'd the ſtruggling tear ; 
When a lov'd ſon, his own, his country's pride, 
In youth, in blooming virtue, timeleſs dy'd, 
When his fair faithful mate, with woes o'erpreſt _ 


Flew to her much-lov'd lord in ſearch of reſt ; 


Theſe, 


— 


[ 
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Theſe, noble Brproxp, were as leſſons given, 
Thy ſoul to wean from earth and wing to heaven: 
Obedience taught, thou didſt thy God adore, 

And full of ſteady faith his will explore; 

Serene, in death, thy feeble voice couldſt raiſe, 
And tune, in parting ſtrains, thy Maker's praiſe : 
Here Envy's ſelf approves the friendly tear, 

And owns her keeneſt darts are blunted here. 


A PAS- 


26d. 


PASTORAL ELEGY 
ON THE DEATH OF 


GEORGE LORD LYTTELTON. 


VX bow'rs of Hagley, (where the Graces rove, 
Lave mid your ſprin gs, or round your valleys play) 
Shed all your ſweets, deſpoil each fragrant grove, 
In balmy ruins ſhroud your ſhepherd's clay. 3 


Mourn, widow'd Graces, ev'ry pleaſure fled, 
Even Virtue mourns, for Lycidas is dead ! 


K | That 
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That Lycidas, who whilom us'd to lead 
Your ſportive train, to wind the mazy ſtream ; | 
Who lur'd your ſteps, o'er Hagley's lawns to tread, 
And pierc'd each grove with your enliv'ning gleam. 
Mourn, hapleſs nymphs ; decline each flow'r its head ; 
The pride of virtue, Lycidas is dead 


E 


That Lycidas, by ev'ry Muſe ador'd, 
Whoſe ſilver harp ſo often tun d their praiſe ; 
Whoſe lofty genius lib'ral arts explor'd, 
' Who did to Wiſdom laſting trophics raiſe. 
Mourn, Muſes, mourn, the nobleſt ſpirit fled, 
Mild Wiſdom mourn, for Lycidas is dead ! 


That Lycidas, whoſe noble boſom glow'd 
With patriot fondneſs for his country's weal ; 
He from whoſe tips perſuaſive reaſon flow'd, 
Whoſe poliſh'd truths could rapt attention ſteal. 
Mourn, Britain, mourn, the firmeſt patriot fled, 


Bright Honour mourn, for Lycidas 1s dead ! 
9 | That 
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That Lycidas, whoſe gentle nature felt. 
The pains and ſorrows that were not his own; 
Who ne'er deny'd, when trembling anguiſh knelt, 
But paid with ready joy the ſacred loan. 
Mourn, Mercy, mourn, the kindeſt ſpirit fled, 
Soft Pity mourn, for Lycidas is dead ! 


That Lycidas, by every ſcience hail'd, 
Whoſe ſtedfaſt virtue faction ne'er could blame; 
In whoſe warm heart, religion's truths prevail'd ; 
The brighteſt trophy in the faireſt fame. 
Huſh then thy plaints, thy penſive ſtrains give o'er, 
For Lycidas now ſhines—to ſet no more ! 7 


— 


—_— 
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No w yellow leaves in winnow'd ruins mourn 
Their vaniſh'd bloom, and Winter's dire return ; 
Now the grey miſts, on hill and mountain hoar, 
Proclaim the genial pride of Summer o'er ; 

The rocking whirlwind whiſtles o'er the heath, 
Dark rolls the river thro' the plain beneath; 

High on the ſummit of yon lofty hill, 

Where ambient clouds ætherial ſweets diſtil. 
That lonely tree denotes the turfy grave, 

Of youthful Connal, mighty, virtuous, brave! 


There 
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There Autumn's ſpoils, in ruſtling heaps, adorn 
| The ſacred ſpot that holds his timeleſs urn ; | | 
There, when drear Midnight holds her ſolemn reign, 
And ſpreads her fable mantle o'er the plain, 
Glide airy forms, as bright as Cynthia's beam, 
That with ſoft luſtre dances on the ſtream, 
Splendid, tho' wan, reflecting rays they dart, 
Amaze the eye, while they aſtone the heart, 


O! Connal, warrior, mighty was thy race, 
Who can the glories of thy lineage trace ! 

: Yes, noble Connal's number'd with the dead, 
No more ſhall trophies crown his valiant head: 

Far was their clanging armour heard around, 
While mangled heroes ſtrew'd the gore-drench'd ground, 

And frighted Echo, in her vaulted cave, 

Redoubled heard, and told the blows they gave. 

Dire were the wars of Fingal's glorious line, 


For there did Connal life and pow'r reſign ; 
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Connal, whoſe arm was mighty as a ſtorm, 
Bright as his glitt'ring ſword his ſtriking form ; 
Erect his tow'ring mien as yon tall rock, 

Whoſe thymy border feeds my wand'ring flock ; 
His darting eyes the native fire confeſt, | 
That glow'd with honeſt ardour in his breaſt : 
Loud was his voice when heard in war's alarms, 
And conqu'ring heroes bow'd to Connal's arms ; 
Each warrior's {word to his became a toy, 


They fell like thiſtles by the playful boy. 


The mighty Dargo, black as clouds that low'r, 
With brow impatient waits the deſtin'd hour ; 
His rolling eye-balls horrid fury glare, 
And ſcowling aſpect bids for war prepare; 
Advanc'd with haſty ſtrides, reſolv'd to try 
Young Connal's might, and conqu'ror live or die. 
Fierce was their combat, dire the clang of ſteel ; 
While each, by turns, the biting falchion feel; 

"oi Fate 


Strewing the plain which once it did adorn. 
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Fate ſilent view'd, the conqueſt doubtful grew, 
When near the Chiefs the fair Crimora drew, 
Great Rinval's daughter, beauteous as the morn, 
Clad in gay arms, ſuch arms as youths adorn : 
Her curling treſſes, flowing looſe behind, 

Were toſs'd in ſweet diſorder by the wind; 
Sharp-pointed arrows her left arm embrace, 
While a tough bow her beauteous fingers grace: 
In this diſguiſe ſhe views her much-lov'd youth, 
For bound to Connal was her pli ghted truth ; 
His life ſhe fear'd then quick an arrow drew, 
Which pierc'd unerring, yet in error flew ; 

For, hapleſs maid | in Connal's faithful breaſt, 
Behold, the whizzing arrow ſtands confels'd; 
Like a fall'n oak, extended on the plain, 

He thund'ring fell, and cruſh'd the mighty ſlain ; 
| or like a rifted rock, by tempeſts torn, 


The 
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The ſad Crimora, - pale, transfix'd with grief, 
Aſtoniſh'd ſtands, nor dares attempt relief; 
While bath'd in purple ſtreams he gaſping hes, 
Fault'ring attempts her name, then groans and dies ; 
Her Connal dies, can fair Crimora live? 
What joy can life, without her Connal, give? 
Each tedious night, and each returning day, 
Her Connal's name re-echo'd in her lay ; 
O ! Death, ſhe cries, 1s Connal then no more ? 
Unite us, tyrant, on ſome happier ſhore : 
Death heard, admir'd, and ſeiz'd the lovely maid, 
And now with Connal's are her aſhes laid; — 
There Earth enfolds the trueſt, brighteſt pair, 
The valiant hero, and the virtuous fair; | 
The tufted graſs with livelier verdure grows, 
And there the earlieſt, ſweeteſt Violet blows ; 
While I, extended in this penſive ſhade, 


— 


Of mournful Yew and drooping Cypreſs made, | 
L 2 Hear 
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Hear ruſtling:winds in plaintive murmurs tell, 
How Connal conquer'd, and how Cotinal fell: 
While aching mem'ry {till the pair purſues, 
That conſcious plain my mellow'd grief renews ; 
Nor age, nor time, theſe traces can deſtroy, | 
For Woe writes deeper characters than Joy: 
There peace- encirtled may their aſhes lie, 

Nor Connal's fame; nor bright Ctimora's, die. 


THE 
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O LD Ofcian, on a moſſy ſeat reclin'd, 

In feeble accents eas'd his lab'ring mind 

Sole ſad ſurvivor of great Fingal's race, 

Wrinkled, by time and grief, his furrow'd face; 
Dim were his faded eyes, his fleecy hair 

Might with the virgin ſnow for white compare ; 
His beard in waving treſſes crown'd his breaſt, 
That frequent heav'd, by fad remembrance preſt; 
Nor quite had age the languid current froze, ; 
Freſh to his aching ſenſe reflection roſe ; 
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Paſt ſorrows recent ſeem, and ſtill impart 


New throbs of anguiſh to his bleeding heart. 


* Oh! where's my king, my father, now,” he cry'd, 
* And where his valiant ſons that round him dy'd ? 


* Oſcar, my ſon, my Oſcar I deplore; 


Why do I live, ſince Oſcar is no more? 


A 


O ! royal Fingal, where's our mighty race ? 


A 


And where the glories we were wont to trace ? 
Were now each valiant youth, each blooming maid ? 


© Low in their earthy bed for ever laid; 


I graſp, I feel the turfy hillocks riſe, 


My hands are faithful, tho' too weak my eyes: 


The murm'ring river hoarſely rolls along, 


« And in deep cadence joins my plaintive ſong ; 


No more, thou ſwelling ſtream, my woes renew, 


« Without thy aid I can my tale purſue ; 
« Forbear thy murmurs, ah! awhile forbear, 
Nor draw from ſightleſs eyes the briny tear; 


: For 
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For thou recall'ſt, what mem · ry fain would hide 

© Great Fingal's ſons, array'd in warlike pride, 

* Did on thy banks in glitt'ring armour ſhine, 

« Erect, and lofty as the mountain pine: 

© Thy trembling banks our weight could ſcarce ſuſtain, 
* Thy waves affrighted ſought the diſtant main. 


Great was the day, when, Fillan, thou wert there, 
« Fam'd for majeſtic mien and pond'rous ſpear : 
* Oſcar, my valiant ſon, his numbers ſlew, 
And 'midſt embattled ranks a terror threw : 
« Fingal the great, the pride of age, appears, 

i Comely, erect, tho' ſilver d o'er with years: 
His nervous hand ne'er drew the bow in vain, 
For by each whizzing arrow Chiefs were ſlain : 

Then Morney's ſon, in dazzling armour gay, 
With his keen falchion mow'd his purple way; 
« Talleſt of men, young Gaul, his father's pride, 
With many a noble warrior by his fide, 
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* Grac'd like a tow'ring oak th' embattled plain, 
* And view'd, with haughty aſpect, thouſands flain : 
Loud was his voice as ſounds the rapid tide, 


Which in ſtrong currents tears the mountain's ſide ; 


« Fingal!” he cry'd, © why ſingly wilt thou reign, 


« Unfit the toils of empire to ſuſtain ? 


« Thou ſon of mighty Corval, grey with years, 


% Behold ! a rival king in me appears; 


Agile my arm the ſcepter well to wield, 


„ The ſword to brandiſh, or to graſp the ſhield ; 


% Able my brow the regal gold to wear, 


Well can my mand the toils of empire bear; 


« For I am ſtrong as Boreas on the main, 
« Or as a whirlwind ſweeping o'er the plain: 
Is Then, Fingal, yield, the diadem reſign, 


„ 5 Thy life and empire elſe ſhall ſoon be mine.“ 


* Oſcar, my ſon, the haughty boaſter heard, 
And ſwift his nervous arm for combat rear'd; 
5 © But 
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* But mighty Fingal, ſmiling in diſdain, 

* Approach'd the inſulting Hero of the plain; 

« Oſcar, be gone, he cry'd, © behold me here, 

« That rival king whom Morney's ſon ſhall fear: 

0 Then, with redoubled blows, the heroes join, 

And Nature's force with active Art combine; 

With ſturdy arms in rude embrace they meet, 

And tear the rugged ground with ſtruggling feet; 

Like a toſt ſkiff, which daſhing waves rebound, 

Their crackling ſinews echo'd all around: 

Long did they toil, with equal {kill and might, 
en till the ſun was wrapt in duſky night; 

Then, like two falling oaks, they cruſh'd the field, 

And Morney's ſon-was late conſtrain'd to yield: 

The aged conquers, Gaul is overcome, 

And waits, in captive bonds, his hapleſs doom; 

When lol a beauteous form our wonder drew, _ 

With radiant eyes oercharg'd with pearly dew 8 

M Sweet 
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| © Sweet as the morn, and as the rainbow fair, 
wo neck of Bow, amd breäds of golden hair ; 
Gentle ſhe ſeem'd as ſpirits of the hill, 

| Which high beheſts with tender care fulfil ; 

il Such Minvatie was, for ſoon the lovely maid 
i © Herſelf declar'd, and thus to Fingal faid z— 


N 


* 


« O! mighty King, regard with gracious ear, 
1 And gratit, O! inſtant grant, my earneſt pray'r; 
Be. « Looſe me the bands of Gaul, my brother free, 
Who never own'd a conqueror but thee ; 

= | __ « Reſtore, O quickly, to my fond embrace, 

li! « His ters Joy, Ihe pride of ll his race.” 


8 Admiring Fingal gently made reply; 
Lives there a man that can thy ſuit deny? 
Thou lovely Mitwane! daughter of the hill, 
Il „Thy ev'ry wiſh with rapture 1 fulfil ; 


{i | | 1 | | « Yes, 


Few 
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« Yes, maiden fairer than the northern ſnow, 
« Sweet as the opening roſe's fragrant glow, 
© The valiant Gaul be thine, I burſt his chain, 
Nor from thy tender breaſt one joy detain.” 


With gentle accents thus he cheer'd the maid, 
© Yet here, alas | are now his aſhes laid; 
Mute now that tongue ſo often wont to charm, 
* Clos'd the keen eye, unſtrung the nervous arm: 
* While old and fightleſs I his deeds relate, 
And fondly wreſt them from devouring fate; 
His honour'd tomb with pious tears bedew, 


And while I ſtrive to ſoothe, my griefs renew. 


— 
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&« The ſoul, which conſtancy inſpires, has pow'r to climb 
% To all the heights ſublime 


« Of Virtue's tow'ring hill.” 
Maso. 
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| HE following Tale is taken from the fourth volume of the 
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Love, powerful love, impaticnticf controul, 


Softens the heart, and animates the ſoul ; 

That love refin'd that can the magic boaft 

Of warmth unchang'd amidſt eternal froſt : 
Witneſs, fair Ajutt, pride of icy plains, 

Where darkneſs half the year triumphant reigns, 
And faithful gen'rous Anningait, the youth, 
By love taught ſoftneſs, by that ſoftneſs truth: 
Both flouriſh'd ſweet on Greenland's rigid coaſt, 
Pure as its ſnow, -and-conftant as its froſt; 
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No in arts of ſpecious vice they knew, 
The youth was noble, and the maid was true; 


From earlieſt dawn their charms no rival ſaw, 


By Nature bleſs'd beyond her uſual law ; 


[| | No Greenland-ſwain like Anningait could dare, 
1 N To fix th' harpoon, or rouſe the Whale to war; 
li From his firm hand the unerring jav'lin flew, 

| | Ny 


His bark deep loaded by the Seal he flew : 


i | hleſs'd in his friends, illuſtrious was his race, 


i Grac'd by his birth, his birth his actions grace. 
| | Twas at a folemn feaſt in Greenland held, 
a Where beauteous Ajutt ev'ry nymph excell d. 


Jt That Anningait firſt ſaw the blooming fair, 
With modeſt ſenſe, and unaffected air ; 
1] | He gaz'd with rapture l Ajutt did the-ſame! 


* Their ſouls, congenial, caught the riſing flame; 


i | on her, alone, he fix d his firm regard, 
. The choiceſt Whale was to her board prefer d; 
it 3 | A ſpotleſs 
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A ſpotleſs ermine (emblem of her mind) 
To deck her ſhoulders he from his reſign'd ; 
With theſe a gift of greater worth beſtow'd, 
A heart all her's, a heart ſupremely good ; 
To ſing her charms his artleſs voice was fir'd, 
Thus flow'd the lay which love and ſhe infpir'd := 


* Ajutt, more beauteous than th' willowy ſhade, 
« Fragrant as Mountain-Thyme, enchanting maid | 
Than Morſe's teeth thy fingers whiter are, 
a Thy beauteous feet more nimble than the hare; 
* Thy ſmiles as grateful as diſſolving ſnow, 
When e ſun- ſhine bids our lakes o'erflow ; 


Far as e'er thought can trace I'll thee purſue, 


And be thy lover and thy guardian too; 


* 


No pow'r ſhall Ajutt from her love divide, 


A 


Nor midland cliffs, nor eaſtern caverns hide; 


Not he, of maids the foe, that giant fell, 


* 


Curs'd Haffgufa, that loves in caves to dwell ; 
| N Nor 
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* Nor Amarock, that ev'ry breaſt alarms, 


© Should tear my beauteous Ajutt from my arms ; 


And may that wretch, if ſuch a wretch there be, 


* That, envious, would divide my love and me, 


© Be in his icy bed in ſilence laid, 


< *Reft of his bow, nor wept by faithful maid $ 
And in the land of ſouls when he arrives, 
And new to life in that dread clime revives, 
May then his ſcull the burning drops receive 


* From ſtarry lamps, nor have one friend to grieve.” 


Th' attentive fiſhers, Greenland's choiceſt ſwains, 
Enraptur'd liſten, and approve his ſtrains ; 
The nymphs on Ajutt caſt an envious eye, 
And wiſh their fate with ſuch a ſwain to try; 
While ſhe, tho? pleas'd, exults in beauty's pride, 
The tender flame ſhe feels, reſolv d to hide. 


Bur 
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But now the long- expected God of day 
Began once more on ſparkling froſt to play ; 
The ſnow diſſolves, long-ſtagnant waters riſe, 
A new creation greets their raptur'd eyes ; 
The Greenland youths the happy omen haul, 
Prepare for combat with the mighty Whale ; 
With active ardour all review their toll, 
And count in thought the treaſures of their oil; 
Foremoſt, in all, ſee Anningait appear, 
For lovely Ajutt deigns the toil to ſhare ; 
Her preſence animates the hero's mind, 
He ruſh'd on danger fleeter than the wind, 
With agile arm th' aſtoniſh'd Sea-horſe ſtrook, 
And drew him, panting, on his well-fix'd hook ; 
In utmoſt depths the diving Seal purſu'd, 
And pierc'd the Whale, with ſinewy ſtrength endu'd : 
And when, with loaded bark, to land they ſteer, 
With active {kill he caught the dappled Derr; 

* Their 
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Their gloſſy ſkins he dreſs'd to deck his bride, | 
But hope and anxious fear his breaſt divide; 
For ſtill fair Ajutt further proof demands, 
Ere nuptial rites ſhould join their plighted hands; 
To diſtant ſhores commands. the youth to rove, 
To find if abſence could abate his love; 
In ſearch of wand'ring Whales ſhe bids him roam, 
To crown their board when winter call'd him home ; 
He muſt comply—implicit he obeys, 
Her will is law; what more a lover {ways ? 
Yet, ere he parts, her tent with flow'rs he ſtrews, 
Refreſh'd with ſweeteſt of the Iceland dews ; 
Balmy as Ajutt's breath, the new-born flow'rs 
Might vie for fragrance with Arcadian bow'rs ; 
Theſe as he ſtrew'd, to Ajutt thus he ſaid, 
* Attend, and mark, inexorable maid : 
* See, in theſe bloſſoms, beauty's ſhort-liv'd pow'r, 
* Beauty as fading as the morning flow'r ; 

This 
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This hour preſents them lovely to thy view, | 

* Impearl'd with fragrance, deck'd in orient dew ; 
Another comes, no more they cheer thine eye, 

* Andere a third revolves, they droop and die : | 
Such, my lov'd Ajutt, is the life we boaſt, 

* A tranſient dream, which ere enjoy'd is loſt : 

* Why wilt thou then enforce this harſh command, 
* And drive me wretched to forme diſtant ſtrand ? 
Why wilt thou not my plighted vows receive, 
And be my partner on the boiſt'rous wave ? 
Then could I fearleſs ev'ry danger try; 

What danger can I dread when Ajutt's nigh ? 
O! virgin, beauteous as the ſunny beam, 
Which glitt'ring dances on the limpid ftream, 
Once more reflect, recall the ſad decree, 

Be juſt to Ajutt, and be kind to me; 

Think, ere I go, what froſts, what fogs may riſe, 


And join'd, preclude my charmer from my eyes; 


Thou 
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* Thou know'ſt, my fair, our clime, condemn'd to froſt, 
* Of days and nights alternate cannot boaſt, 
Like thoſe gay climes, by lying ſtrangers told, 


Where houſes ſcreen them from the inclement cold ; 


© Ere my return, dread Winter's bird may ſing, 


And night o'ertake me with an eagle's wing ; 


What then, in thoſe lone months, can cheer my ſoul? 


* 


Not Seal delicious, nor the flowing bowl; 


A 


The flaming lamps, without thy eyes, would fade, 


* 


Nor healing oil could cure the wound they've made.” 


> In vain the youth his utmoſt art eſſay'd, 
Perſuaſion mov'd not, nor ſoft pity ſway'd ; 
But ere he went, his laſt reſpect to ſhew, 
Seven Ermine ſkins, that rival'd Greenland's ſnow, 
With five fair Swans, he as a tribute gave, 
And Seals freſh bleeding from the briny wave, 
With marble lamps, and oil of curious taſte, 
To deck her board, and crown the rich repaſt: 


1 With 
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With joy refin'd, this gift the nymph receiv'd, 
Sweet proof of love, from him in whom ſhe liv'd 
Then, trembling, wiſh'd the parting pang was o'er, 
While pitying ſighs her love-lorn boſom tore. 


The ready boat the tardy youth upbraids, 
And frequent ſummons from the rowing maids : 
I come,” he cries; my Ajutt lov'd, adieu — 
Forget me not, my fair—be juſt—be true? 
The words, by grief, half frozen on his tongue, 
He ſigh'd—ſhe wept—and on his boſom hung; 
Then vow'd unchanging love, and fervent pray'd 
Each Pow'r to guard him for his faithful maid ; 
And that no Syren mermaid of the deep, 
Might ſnatch her love, and leave her heart to weep : 
With her's, his own he joins, and prays each Pow'r 
To guard his maid, and haſte their nuptial hour ;_ 
Then onward moves—now looks a laſt adn. 


While tender eloquence his cheeks bedew : 
Thrice 
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Thrice he attempts his floating bark to leave, 
And ſwim to Ajutt o'er the daſhing wave ; 


Like ſome fair image, Ajutt lifeleſs ſtands, 


Surveys his boat, and marks the pi inted ſands ; 


Till waves and rocks her proſpect intercept, 


Her hutt then ſought, and there in private wept. 


But now the greeneſt moſs ſhe culls with care, 
And dries the graſs for Anningait to wear J 


Of ſofteſt {kins a fiſhing-coat ſhe wrought, 


Of curious form, like him of whom ſhe thought ; 
A boat of tougheſt ſkins together ſew'd, 


And as ſhe work'd, each tender vow renew'd ; 
Then in ſoft numbers each good genius prays, 
To guide her ſwain thro' Terror's pathleſs ways; 
And that his nervous arms might ſtronger prove 
Than the fierce Bear, nor aught annoy her love ; 
That his ſwift darts unerring he might guide ; 
That his tough boat might bravely ſtem. the tide ; 


10 


That 


Wu | 
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That the crack'd ice might ne'er his feet betray ; 
That his harpoon might never miſs the prey. 
Thus in lone ſadneſs Ajutt till remains, 
Nor joins the maidens on the jocund plains ; 
Her locks unbraided o'er her ſhoulders flow, 
In beauteous negligence and pomp of woe ; 
The rural ſports ſhe now no more adorns, 
Nor thinks of joy till Anningait returis; 
While he, by calms detain'd, or tempeſts toſt, 
Vainly attempts to reach the deſtin d coaſt; 
Sighing he ſtands, and views the ruffled main, 


And thus to life compares the varied ſcene = 


O! frail, uncertain ſtate, where ſhall we find 
A truer emblem of the human mind, | 
* Than in the floating ice; by billows toſt, 
It tow'rs on high, there ſparkles, and is loſt? 
The ſun-beams bright diſſolve the glitt'ring toy, F 
And rocks that lurk in ambuſ to deſtroy ; 
98 er It Each 
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Each cauſe concurs this ſacred truth to prove, 
No joys are permanent but thoſe above. 
What art thou, Pleafure ? fleeting as a dream, 


Which ſudden blazes like northern gleam, = 


« That plays a moment on our dazzled eyes, 
© Then palls, and fades, and in an inſtant dies 


© The fatal eddy of the human brealt, 
The ſoft ſenfation that unſeen obtains 


duch ſovereign pow'r, ſoon abſolute it reigns ! 
Had not my eyes thy charms, 0 Ajutt, trac'd, 


The ſweet expreſſions that thy perſon grac'd, 
The winning ſoftneſs and th' attracting mien, 


Which confcions ſpoke the Graces dwelt within; 


Then had I till with downy caſe been left, 


| © Slept like the careleſs Morſe in vacant reſt ; 


* Joyous as minftrels in the ftarry ſphere, 
Had felt no grief, a ftranger ſtill to fear: 


C 
* 


What, Love, art thou ? tlie whirlpool of our reſt, 


gut 
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* But if my lovely fair will true remain, 
How light each toil, how overpaid each pain? 
That ſweet reflection ſhall my peace reſtore, 
* She's true as fair, and we ſhall part no more: 
That thought, my Ajutt, ſhall my nerves new brace, 
© I'll hunt the Rein- deer with unwearied chace; 
A few weeks paſt then loaded 1 II return, 
* And Love's pure flame for us ſhall grateful burn ; 
* Roefiſh and Porpoiſe ſhall thy kindred feaſt, 
And thou ſhalt ſmile on ev'ry friendly gueſt; 
The Seals' tough ſkins ſhall ſcreen thee from the cold, 
The Fox and Hare ſhall Ajutt's couch enfold ; 
The marble lamps with ſweeteſt oil I'll fill, 
To light thy tent, and fragrant fumes diſtil: 
* Haſte then, O]! Time, add ſwiftneſs to thy flight, 
* Haſte and reſtore my Ajutt to my ſight.” 

Thus was the youth by turns a captive we! 
By ſmiling Hope, Diſmay, and anxious Dread; © 
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— 


Till, rous'd by ſpouting Whales, his ardour glows, 
And with new courage to the fight he goes 


 Ajutt, a fad recluſe from all ſhe lord. "J's 


Retirement woo'd, by ſocial joys unmov'd ; 
And true to love, as is th' attracted ſteel, 


In thought felt ev'ry woe that he might feel. 


Once, as ſhe ſtray d, by gentle labour led, 
Drying ſoft ſkins to deck her lover's bed, 
Nornſuck, a mighty chief among their ſwains, 


Return'd from hunting o'er the diſtant plains; 
The lovely maid he view'd, with ſoft ſurprize, 


An inſtant victim to her conqu ring eyes 
Fair without gaudy pomp, or ſtudied art, 
Her native beauty ſtruck the hero's heart; 


By Love O er- au d, whoſe pow'r he now firſt knew, 
5 Speechleſs he gaz d, and wiſt not what to do; 
But ready Hope her flatt ring counſel lends, | 


And bids him gain the fair one by her friends; 
_For 


1 
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For much he fear'd his fuit to Ajutt vain, 

Yet bleſt the abſence of her favour'd ſwain ; 
Revoly'd with joy his birth, his mighty ſtore, | 
For great his wealth, no Greenland ſwain had more; 
On theſe depends her parents' faith to try, 

And hopes their power might win her to comply; 
Vet firſt preſumes his paſſion to diſcloſe, 

And o'er her neck a dappled deer-ſkin throws; 
This with diſdain the faithful maid returns, 
Then for her Anningait afreſh ſhe mourns: 

Her father's diſtant hutt the hero ſought, 

His worth explain d, and ev'ry tender thought; 
The glitt' ring bait their abject minds allures, 


And the new lover ſoon his wiſh: procures. 


Home when the maid return'd, with artful tale 
They praiſe young Nornſuck, hero of the vale  -- 
His pow'r, his wealth, they ſet in dazzling light,, 
His vaſt poſſeſſions for th' approaching night 46 

How 
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How bright his form (for true the youth was far) 
In graceful ringlets flo d his jetty hair 


His perſon pleaſing, - and quick piercing eye, 
That might for kcenneſs with the Eagles vie; 


* 
. 


His ardent paſſion crown d the iſome tale 


But vain each art that dar d her truth afſail ; 


With filent ſcorn th'. amazing change ſhe hears, 
That they forget her vow and frequent tears 


The frequent tears which to her love ſhe pay'd, 
And in ſoft ſadneſs all her ſoul diſplay d; 

At laſt, long urg'd, the painful filence broke, 
And thus her 4 reſolyes in * * — 


* Sooner ſhall Whalss thei liquid world backe, 
* And ſeek for paſtime i in the freezing lake ; 


« Sooner ſhall endleſs night o'er Greenland reign, 


And cheering ſunſhine never gild the plain, 
Than I, in thought or word, my love. forego, 
c Fixt as my native froſt, pure as my ee, 


10 
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Now ſwift as bounding Hart away hs fled, 
And travers'd hill or dale, as fancy led; 
Reſolv'd to ſee her native hutt no more, 
Till Anningais the ſees on Greenland's ſhore; | 
A willing exile from her father's board, | 
Her wants ſupply'd from Nature's varied hoard; 
She oft high cliffs aſcends, and eager eyes 
The diſtant main in curling billows riſe ; 
Each time new hope her anxious boſon: cheers, 
Now more than hope, for 16! the boat appears * 
The wiſh'd- for bark in loaded pomp returns, 
Wild with the joy, no longer now ſhe mourns ; 
Swift as an arrow, darts o'er hill and dale, 
Now ſcours the plain, now ſkims along the vale; 
Till, faint with joy, ſhe gains the pebbled ſhore, 
And hails the bark, and hears the daſhing oar ; 
Then, with loud rapture, calls her deſtind mate, 
Her life, her lord, her much-lov'd Anningait ; 
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No well-known accents her fond hopes repay, 
Trembling ſhe wonders at th' unkind delay ; 


Eager the cruel reaſon ſhe demands — 
The dropping oars forſake the rowers hands; 


| Aghaſt they gaze, as Anningait ſhe calls, 
 New-riſing fear their trembling hearts appals ; 


The youth, impatient, long before was gone, 


In a ſwift boat, unloaded and alone; 
Their tedious voyage love could ne er approve, . 


What oars, what winds, are fleet enough for love! 


But how or where he was, they knew no more 


Than ſhe, juſt lifeleſs, on the crowded ſhore : 


With horror ſtruck; - immoveable ſhe ſtands, _ 
And wets, with copious tears, the thirſty ſands ; 
The virgin train in ſocial woe attend, 
Bewailing round the anguiſh of their "TRE" 30 
Her weepin g kindred ſtrive to Sande her woes, 


And from each friendly tongue perſuaſion flows; 


They 
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They try to win her home, and calm her mind, | 
But ſhe was deaf as rocks, and heedleſs as the wind: 
With gentle force, at laſt, they brought her there, 
And ſought each lenitive to ſoothe her care; 
Then her ſoft couch with fleckeſt ſkins they ſpread, 
And led her gently to her long · left bed; 

Then pray d the downy God her eyes to ſeal, 

And that ſweet peace again her breaſt might heal: 
She thankful heard, but knew their kindneſs vain, 
Her life, bereft of Anningait, was pain; 

Yet lulls her grief with fad reflection's pow'r, 
That all unheeded, in the ſilent hour, 

She might with ſafety gain the late-left ſhore, 

And ev'ry terror, for her love, explore. 

With double pain the tardy moments fly, 

Till all was huſh'd, and elos d each friendly eye; 


Then ſoon ſhe left her once-lov'd place of reſt, _ — 


Where Peace long dwelt, tho' now no more a guelt ; 


Pp 


Pod 


- 366 ANNINGAIT AND AJUTT. 


Softly ſhe ſtole her ſleeping friends to view, 
And look'd, and ſigh d, a gender laſt adieu; 
While filial tenderneſs her boſom tore, 
| | That thoſe dear objects ſhe muſt ſee no more: 
| But what, O! Nature, are thy feeble ties ? 
When love inſpires, thy ſweet ſenſation flies! 
The pebbly ſhore her fear-wing'd feet regain, 


There ſeiz d a hoat, then boldly plough'd the main, — | 


No more her Greenland's coaſt the Maiden trod, 
2 Nor yet the Youth—Some think an angry God, 
The potent Genius of the flood or rock, 

185 Fierce Haffgufa, or dreaded Amarock, 

Detain'd them priſoners in their coral caves, 
Whoſe pearly pavements ſhine thro' lucid waves; 
Others, with kinder confidence, declare, 

That, gently wafted thro' the yielding air, 

They now, bright ftars, for ever fixt above, 


Fit emblems ſhine of conſtancy and love. 
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Wren ev'ry tongue great GeorGe's praiſe recites, 
And loyal gratitude the verſe indites ; 
May I, the humbleſt of the Muſe's train, | 
Preſume to join them in the lofty rain; 
Let me the dictates of my heart obey, 

Which thus to CHARLOTTE bids devote the lay: 

Deign then, O! Queen, to view this humble wreath, 


And on the flow'ry toy acceptance breathe; __ 
Myrtles, as fragrant as thy GroxGr's name, 


Whoſe incenſe riſes on the wings of fame, 
I Freſh 
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e His name, by gen rous deeds illuſtrious grown, 
Fair Honour ſits enthron'd upon his brow, 


Virtue and Trath his ſteady footſteps wait, 
And Mercy, ſmiling cherub ! opes his gate; 
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Freſh have I cull'd from Pindus' facred ſhade, 

With blooming flow'rets, never doom'd to fade; 

Emblems of virtues that thy GEORGE adorn, 

Foretelling bleſſings to an age unborn ; N=. 

Laurels unchanging join the myſtic band, 

Which ſpeak the glories of this conqu'ring land ; 

Theſe, Royal CHARLOTTE, by the Muſe conſign d, 55 : 
Trembling I weave, thy ſacred brow to bind. i 


— thus form d, receive it, gracious Queen, JT 
And mark the virtues that in Gon x ny 


Now ſhines the brighteſt jewel m his crown 5 


Where youth and beauty like theſe flow rets groẽwWwCWW,ꝗu)'7%. 


Religion now beams freſh her cheering ragr,g 
And Heav'n's vicegerent gladly owns her ſway ; 


True 
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True filial Piety his boſom warms, 

And ſocial Fondneſs in the monarch charms; 
From his bright pattern ev'ry bleſſing ſprings, 

The beſt of ſons, of brothers, and of kings : 
What more remain'd to form the Godlike youth? 
Paternal fondneſs, and connubial truth. 


Lo! now attendant angels gracious bring 
A conſort worthy Albion's virtuous king ; 
Graces celeſtial to her mind belong, 


Humble tho' great, and ſagely wiſe tho' young: 
England's old Genius like himſelf appears, 

And points exulting to the coming years; 
With joy paternal bids obedient Fame 


To trembling nations Britiſh GzorReEx proclaim. 
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Long may he reign, encircled with renown 
Fair as his virtues, mighty as his crown; __— 
May ſweet domeftic bliſs, unmix d with care, 


And ſoft content, each riſing hour prepare; 
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May England and her king alone conteſt, 
Who moſt ids; who 1080 each other beſt; 
May his dread ſceptre bid contention ceaſe, 
And awe perfidious nations into peace; 
May home-felt bliſs the cares of ſtate beguile, 
THh' enraptur'd parent at the cherub ſmile, 
With joys refin'd protect the budding flow'r, 
And taſte its ſweetneſs in the vernal hour ; 
Joys! ſuch as lov'd, lamented Fxep'rIck knew, 
Beneath whoſe care his infant virtues grew 

Like good AuG usr A be great CuARLOTTE ſeen, 
Nor loſe the mother in the mighty Queen. 
And late, oh late, may Heav'n's dread mandate come, 
That calls the mortal to his native home; 
May then celeſtial guardians waft you o'er 
Death's ſtormy ſea, to Life's eternal ſhore ; 
There, all forgetful how your Britons grieve, 


From Heav'n applauding brighter crowns receive! 
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ON HIS ROYAL HIGUHNESS 


EDWARD AUGUSTUS Duxz ox YORK. 


A H! royal EpwaRD, whither now are flown 
The feſtive hours of youth, the roſeate train ? 
From thy untimely bier they vaniſh'd ſoon, 
And of the giddy flutterers none remain. 


What now avails the pride of rank, or pow'r, 
Thy royal anceſtry, illuſtrious, brave ? 3 
They, bowing, yield to fate in awful hour, 


And mourn their glories vanquiſh'd in the grave. 
Q Thy 
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Thy native Britain, from her chalky bourn, 

Afar beholds the mournful pomp of woe; 
Grieves her lamented EpwarD's cold return, 

Amaz'd and ſhrinking at the fatal blow. 


For oft her ſenate heard thee, royal you th! 
Earneſt in Britain's, and in Freedom's cauſe; 

With fpeech-unſtudied, eloquent in truth, 
Alone regardful of her ſacred laws. 


But oh! alas in life's exulting hour, 

With ev'ry ſmiling ray of hope around; 

Death, haughty leveller, exerts his pow r, 
And brings thy blooming honours to the ground. 


Still more. ſevere, inexorable Death, 
In foreign climes thy awful ſway to own ; 

In ſtrangers'-arms to yield the ſtruggling breath, 
Far, Nature, from thy tender feelings torn. 


ELEGY ON THE DUKE OF YORK. rg 


In the lord parent's ſoft embrace to lie, 

| Where fond affection ſoothes the bed of pain, 
While love fraternal fwells each burſting eye, 

And kindred care exerts her pow'r ho vam; 


This did high Heav'n, ill-fated York ! forbid — 
No perfect joys on human beings wait; 
In vain each art the ſtern intruder chid, 


He grimly ſmiling op'd his iron gate. 


What tho' deny'd the balm of ſocial love, 


Yet princely ſtrangers wept round EpwWARD's bed; 


_— 0A OA 


With anxious tenderneſs inceſſant ſtrove 
To ſerve him living, and revere him dead. 


Illaſtrious Monaco! that gen'rous chief, 
His royal, dying gueſt humanely mourn'd; _ — 
With pious awe proclaim'd his pungent grief, 1 
And with fraternal anguiſh ſaw him urn'd, 
4 The 
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= The beauteous deed a nation's friendſhip claims, 


All ſhall his worth with pleas'd remembrance tell ; 
And while they rev'rence Epwarp's cold remains, 


Fame on this act with gratitude ſhall dwell. 


ADDRESSED 
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"ADDRESSED 


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


LORD LYTTELTON. 


FRIEND to the Muſe, by ev'ry Muſe admir'd, 
Whoſe potent harmony thy boſom fir'd ; 

| Whether in paſtoral ſtrains thou deign'ſt to rove, 
Or dwell'ſt on Hagley's charms, or Lucy's love; 
Or in Miltonic lays thy numbers flow, 
Sweetly majeſtic, muſically flow ; 
Or where the Hiſtorian's page, with brow ſevere, 
Thy ardour ſwells, and Truth demands thy care ; 
Still, LyTTzLToON, unſpoil'd, undeck'd by ſtate, © 

And all the mean atchievements of the Great! 
| I Like 
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Like Phoſphorus thou beam'ſt a certain day, 

And ſhed'ſt on fainter orbs thy chearing ray : 

Charm'd by thy light, a little meteor dares 

To mount the ſkies, and mix among the ſtars ; 

There ſhould thy radiant beams their light diffuſe, 

And from oblivion ſnatch th' aſpiring Muſe, 

Bleſs d by thy ſmile, by that ſecur'd of fame, 

Thou, LYTTELToN, the Verſe—the Muſe ſhould'ſ claim, 


ADDRESSED 
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ADDRESSED 


TO THE AUTHOR OF THE ESSAY 


- i 


ON THE 


* 
Writings and Genius of SHAKESPEAR E. 


N O more let France her critic Dacier boaſt, 
The Queen of Ifles a MonTacv adorns, 

Whoſe genius, tow'ring as her Albion's coaſt, 
The pedant ſons of abject flav'ry ſcorns. 


Fair blooms the wreath thy gen'rous hand has wove, 
With laurels green thou deck'ſt thy Shakeſpeare's head, 
- Immortal Genius doth the taſk approve, 
And bids his Poet's glories round thee ſpread. 
Thy 
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Thy gen'rous pen was deſtin'd, ſure, to guard 
From Gallic-ignorance his injur'd name, 
With. poliſh'd ſcience to adorn the Bard, 
Bold to admire, yet not afraid to blame. 


O! could his ſhade, where peace, where wiſdom reigns, 


Thy nervous Page behold, with wonder fraught, : 
Even there the Bard would bleſs thy friendly ſtrains, 


And own his magic felt, his genius caught. 


There would he.wiſh, if there a wiſh can be, 
"Whene'er his Mo rA u from earth retires, 
Her form in thoſe ſeraphic realms to ſee, 
And tell what gratitude his boſom fires. 
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ADDRESSED. ＋ 0 T:H-E LATE 


THOMAS) GRAY, Eſq; 


8 * 
Profeſſor of Hiſtory in the Univerſity of CAMBRIDGE, 


* *, 
 VenT'ROUS ſhall I firike the lyre, 

And ſoaring wooe ſweet Fancy to my aid, 

Coyly bright etherial maid ? 

Celeſtial Poëſy with native fire, | OO — 


Fancy's fair attendant, hie, 
Inſpire me with thy minſtrelſy: 
O! come, nor o'er my ſoul refuſe | | 
Thy choiceſt raptures to diffuſe ; | | 5 
For I the eagle Bard would celebrate, 
That ſung of ruthleſs Edward's fate: 7 
He ſung — Old Cambriaheard with awe, af 
And, in the wond'rous youth, her Bards immortal ſaw. 
| R II. O! 


* 
* 
o 


* \ 2 


© Cambria's peaceful boſom gor'd ; 


Attune 3 crembling firin 2 the lay, '4 5 = 
That dares attempt to carol Gray, lo 


Thou long-loſt Homer of my native land : 1 
Haſte = Modred come, 

Leave awhile your craggy tomb; 

Let your own magie ſwell th exalted * 

Let it echo o'er the plain, 

To celebrate the ſoaring Bard, who told 

How you glorious liv'd of old; 

How your wiery harps were ſtrung, 

How truth divine inſpir'd each ſweet prophetic tongue. 


III. 


Till grim Edward, haughty lord, 


TO THOMAS GRAY, ESQ. 
Seat of Freedom, ſong divine, 
There each Grace was ſeen to ſhine, 
Tho' now no more explor'd ® 
There, whilom, thro' each oaky oy 
Prince and Druid wont to rove ; 
Mute the harp and ſweet-ſtrung lyre, 
Silent Penmaen's craggy ſhore, by 
Loſt the pure poetic fire, a 
Prince and Druid are no more : 
Yet ſee ! ſtill more immortal now they reign, 
For Briton's genius {miles on fayour'd Gray, 
Sublimeſt Bard amid the tuneful train, 
Then bids him boldly tread their ſtarry-way ; 
And to record their deeds, on purpoſe wrought, 
An adamantine pen beſtow'd, with genius fraught, 
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UPON THE DEATH OF 


; 
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"TH OMAS GRAY Ef. 


WHERE fileeps the Bard who grac'd Muſius" hearſe / 
With fragrant-trophies, by the Muſes wove * . 1110 167% 
Shall Gx Ax's cold urn in vain demand the verſe, _ 
Oh! can his Maſon fall in plaintive lot? 


5 


| No; with the Nine inwrapp'd in ſocial woe, 
His lyre unſtrung, fad vigil he muſt keep, 


With them he mourns, with them his eyes o'erflow, 


For ſuch a Bard immortal maids can weep. 
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Their early pupil in the heav'nly lore 
Of ſacred poëſy and moral ſong, 

They taught the youth on eagle wing to ſoar, 
And bore him thro' aerial heights along. 


Fancy, obedient to their dread command, 
With brilliant Genius, marſhall'd forth his WAY ; 
They lur'd his ſteps to Cambria's once-fam'd land, 
And ſleeping Druids felt his magic lay. 


But vain the magic lay, the warbling lyre, 
Imperious Death! from thy fell graſp to fave ; 
He knew, and told it with a poet's fire, 
« The paths of Glory lead but to the Grave.” 


And ſhall the Bard, whoſe ſympathizing mind 
Mourn'd o'er the ſimple ruſtic's turfy cell, 2 


To ſtrew his tomb no grateful mourner find p 


No village ſwain to ring one parting knell ? 


1 126 ON THE DEATH OF THOMAS GRAY, ESQ. 


Yes, honour'd ſhade! the fringed brooks I'll trace, 


Green ruſhes culling, thy dank grave to ſtrew, 
With mountain flow'rs I'll deck the hallow d place, 


And fence it round with Ofiers mixt with Yew. 


WRITTEN 


- 


K e e BHT 


W RITTER 
UPON VIEWING THE SEAT 


OF THE 


Honourable HORACE WALPOLE. 


| WuxN Thames, in plaintive murmurs, lav d the grott 
Where once his darling PoE each care forgot; 

Where, with the Muſe, he paſs'd the ſmiling day, 

Whoſe ſtrains celeſtial crown'd the moral lay; 

Each drooping Swan with ſorrow view'd the ſhore, 

And mourn'd, in melting dirge, their Bard no more: 

Ah !- flown, O Thames l thy faireſt Swan (they ſung) 
Whoſe warbling lyre immortal Genius ſtrung, 

Truth, Nature, Virtue, touch'd the trembling chord, 
While mute Attention caught the Poet's word. 
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And muſt thy beauteous ſtream inceſſant mourn ? 


Is Genius baniſh'd, never to return? 


No—thy ſweet banks, immortal Thames ſhall prove 


His fond affection, and the Muſes' love; 


Succeeding years will ſure a WALPoLE give, 
In whoſe progreſſive mind ſhall genius live: : 


His wiſh to town eactt Muſe—each Grace ſhall meet, 


And fix on STRAWRERRT-HIILIL their lov'd retreat. 


WRITTEN 


r 


WRITTEN ON 


Y E Bards who erſt, in Mona's ſhadowy iſle, 
With harmony celeſtial wrapt the foul N 

Whoſe ſounds ſymphonious taught e en Care to ſmile, 
And ev'ry ruder paſſion could controul : 8 


Bleſs d be your friendly aid, for that alone 
Could Parxy's artleſs hand with ſkill inſpire ; — 
His fancy ſwell to raiſe the rapt' rous tone, 


His flying fingers guide to ſkim the lyre. 


To you, ye Bards, ſeraphic ſounds were giv'n, 
That ſoothing rais'd and charm'd the ſoul to peace z 

Delightful foretaſte of a future heav'n, © 5 
Where harmony divine ſhall never ceaſe. 


8 Still 
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130 ON PARRY'S PLAYING ON THE HARP. 


Stil o'er your much-lov d Cambria, ſtill preſide, 
Seat once of flowing oo; of magic ſong ; 

Your mighty ſhades the feebleſt hand can guide, 
And bid their filent harps again be ſtrung. 


| Your potent aid can fan their dying fire, 
Can call back Genius to each deſart grove ; 
Your ſons will rouſe when you their Bards inſpire, 


Elate, their mighty origin to prove, 


= ADDRESSED 


DIED." << 392 IF 


ADDRESSED TO © 
DAVID GARRICK, Eſq; 


DAPHNE ann AMYNTOKk 


INCGENIOUsS Cook of Drury hear, 
And lend to friendly truth an ear : 

We Engliſh ſtomachs love plain food ; 
Ven'ſon, twice“ haſh'd, is ſeldom good, 
Tho' diſh'd with foreign art compleat, WE — 
We can't, with real pleaſure, eat; 
What tho' Italia's pow'rs combine, 

To join their ſauce with Gallic wine; 
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In the Prologue to this Entertainment Mr. Garrick is compared to 
a cook. „ 1 A214 (20S wants LY — 


> This Entertainment las been twice brought upon the Englilh ſtege. 


13 ADDRESSED TO DAVID GARRICK, ESQ. 


Though madam Opera's ſkill and care 
Has furniſh'd out the flimſy fare; 
an never do think not we jeſt — 
We like plain victuals, plainly dreſs'd : 
And ſure where Shakeſpeare ſits in ſtate, 


And two attendant Muſes wait, 


We there might hope our native boaſt, 
Old Engliſh beef might rule the roaſt, 


1 „ Aippant Opera keep her place, 

Z 5 Nor dare, fore Shakeſpeare, ſhew her face; 
Indignant he beholds the ſcene, 5 — 
And thinks on Beſs's glorious reign. N 


See ! fair Thalia now appears 
In guiſe unuſual, dew'd with tears ; 
Melpomene's majeſtic frown, % 
Condemns the treat=the Cook—the Town: 
* 1 The 
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ADDRESSED TO DAVID GARRICK, ESQ. 133 
The Cook ungrateful, both declare, 
Who thus prefers the tinſel Fair, 
To them, who gave him genius, pow'r, 
And bleſs'd with wit his natal hour. 
Then, maſter Cook, no more prophane 
The larder of thy Drury Lane 
With foreign mixtures, ragout meat, ! ] 
But with nutritious viands treat, WD 


And then we'll gladly come and cat. ; 8 


WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN 


Ron TAE D:E'A T*'H OF 
DAVID GARRICK, Efq 


TH ERE crack'd the cordage of a noble heart 
A heart, which living glow'd with Shakeſpeare's fire, 
Whoſe native energy, beyond all art, 11. 
Could with thoſe dulcet lays the out inſpire ; 

Could thro' each mazy magic path purſue 

The loftieſt theme of Nature's Bard divine ; 

Could, with a maſter's hand, unfold the clue, 

And each rich gem with wond'rous care refine., 

Bear witneſs ye, whoſe kindling boſoms felt 

The potent ſway, the glow of genial fire, 

When, by an uniſon of ſouls, were dealt, 


From GARRICK's lips, the ſtrains of Shakeſpeare's lyre ; 
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Bear witneſs ye, who knew how lov'd the man, | 
Whoſe ſocial virtues deck'd the actor's name, 
Whoſe worth intrinſic grac'd his little ſpan, 


And gave him more than double right to fame. 
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WRITTEN 
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Fu 


nr TEN UPON. 
The late Miſs LIN LEY'S Performance 


in the MESSIAH. 


W HEN over Beth ' lem“ plains th' angelic throng, 
To wond'ring ſhepherds caroll'd forth their ſong, 


Soft with ſeraphic peace, the lay divine 7 8 
Proclaim'd the promis'd King of Judah's line. | 


Surely ſuch ſounds, ſuch ſweet perſuaſive pow'r, 
. Heaven-favour'd LinLey ! bleſt thy natal hour; 
When thou, in ftrains ſymphonious, doſt declare 
3 The riſen Champion of the direful war, 
3 That our Redeemer liveth | and will ſtand 
When frighted Nature burſts her plaſtic band: 
| Rais'd by th extatic notes, our boſoms glow, 


And taſte of heavenly harmony below. 


WRITTEN 


1 137 ] 
Written in an Hermitage. 


8 WEE T Content, be thine this cot, 

Here be ev'ry care forgot; 

Here Aonian maids attend, 

Here each Muſe will find a friend; 
Contemplation | hither fly, _ 

And waft the Virgins from the {ky ; 

Or, O! Nymph, be ſtill more kind, 

And thither raiſe th' aſpiring mind. 


2 r 


On an Eminent PAINTER. 


APELLES, once the pride of Greece, 
Who rivall'd Nature's livelieſt piece, 

Juſt ere he dy'd, with anxious care, 
His choiceſt pencils, colours rare, 

To great Apollo's fhrine convey'd, . 
And on the ſacred altar lay d: | 
Then thus Latona's fon addreſs d; 


« Bright Pow'r, O! grant my laſt requeſt ; 
« Let none but thoſe whom Fancy charms, 
Or thy enliv'ning magic warms, 
« Preſume theſe hallow'd gifts to claim, 


None but the genuine ſons of Fame.” 


And now Apollo ſtingy grew, 
Theſe pencils grac'd the hands of few ; 
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One in an age at moſt was known, 
And very rare the colours grown ; 
Till late the God, in happy hour, 
Beſtow'd on REyNoLDs all the four. 


© It is reported of Apelles, that he never made uſe of more than 
four colours, | 


— — — — 


” 
ms. 


I" Tz > IH . 
. Ss ESTA 7 ; 


8 
i On ſeeing ſome PIETURES wrought 


, 


— , s — — * — Y _= 7 . LIFE a 
* 4 * 1 7 P 
* r * 1 * 4 40 ] « - bu 


” 


with : a N. EE DL E. 125 


en rates eee Nees aflo& - \; 
The wond'rous ſkill by Lloyd expreſs d, 

The blue-ey'd maid, though born of Jove, 

— Though of the ſynod held above, (etl e RE 
With all her art the prize had loſt, es 
Tho . ſhe could ad celeſtial boaſt: 


For had ſhe ed d theſe colours ile, 


That charm, that cheat, our wond' ring eyes ; 


Where Art and Nature are at ſtrife, 


For Art is ſtarting into life; 


Had ſhe, O Lloyd, thy hermit ſeen, 
With ſpeaking eye, with breathing mien ; 
Thy grapes, that bluſh with verdant bloom ! 
Minerva would have broke her loom; 


Of worth ſuperior conſcious grown, 


For farther help to Jove had flown. 


On 


1 


On the Death of a Tux TLE Dove. 


WRITTEN 


At the Requeſt of two young L A DIES. 


Th OU! gentleſt cooer of the ſhady grove, 
Mild as ambrofial morn, dear infant Dove, 

That loſt ſo early, and but lately known, 

We thus with dirges due ſincerely mourn z 
Where art thou flown ? could not our tend'reſt care 
Protect thy downy coat from chilling air? 

Doſt thou now flutter in Elyſian ſhades ? 

Or coo on Pindus to the Aonian maids "I 

Or has the Paphian Queen, in Cyprian grove, 
Loſt by untimely.chance her favourite dove, 

And cruel ſnatch'd thee from our folFring hands 
To draw her pearly car in ſilken bands? 

May'ſt thou, ſweet bird, wherever hov'ring, find 
A ſtate as fortunate, and friends as kind ; 

While here thy ſoft remains in quiet lie, 


And teach the Fair that ev iy charm mult de. | 
| On 
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On a young Lady's Birth-Day, in Auguſt. 


129 55 H AIL! lovely month, by Ceres crown'd, 
Who ſportive treads thy chearful round, 
And ſmiles to ſee in ſheaves appear, 

The nobleſt produce of the year ; 

O! let me join thy feſtive train, 

And carol forth my ruſtic ſtrain, | 
While nymphs and ſhepherds chaunt the lay, 
And bleſs Eliza's natal day. 

Eliza, mild as blooming Spring, 

When budding flow'rs their fragrance bring; 
Whoſe real worth and native grace | 
Refulgent beam around her face; 

Upon whoſe poliſh'd brow, ſerene, 

Candid Benevolence is ſeen : 

Fair Modeſty her cheeks adorn, 

With bluſhes gentle as the morn ; 


While 


ON A YOUNG LADY'S BIRTH-DAY. % ĩ 


While Innocence and Truth attend, 
And wait the footſteps of their friend. 


O ! ſtill, my lovely maid, may they 
Thy actions guard, thy thoughts ſurvey; 
And uſher in, with finiſh'd grace, 
The Summer of thy happy race ; 
Then chearful ſhall thy Autumn glide, | 
And ſteer thy bark thro' life's rough tide ; 
And when thy hoary Winter's come, 
Inceſſant pointing to the tomb, 
Without a pang thy ſoul reſign, . 
And be repaid with joys divine. | 


WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN ON THE 
DEATH of a favourite BIRD. 


I S the vital ſpark extinct ? 
Is the quick ning ſpirit flown ? 

Teach me, beauteous bird ! to think 
In thy fate to read my ow. 


Though with circling comforts bleſs'd, 
I the bitter draught muſt taſte, 


Thou, tyrant Death! wilt break my reſt, 
Swift my little ſpan muſt waſte. 


I each tender friend muſt leave, 
Burſt each ſoft endearing tie; 


I muſt preſs the dreary grave, 
And in cold obſtruction lie. 


IO | But 


* 


ON THE DEATH OF A BIRD. ug 


But what avails thy gloomy pow'r ? 
Me ſhould faith ſupport, tis flown ; 
Conſolation ſoothes the hour, 


Terror flies, and hope's my own. 


This lay requite, ſweet bird! with care; 
Hov'ring like a Sylph attend; 
With notes atrial charm my ear, 


And warbling ſoothe thy penſive friend. 


U A MORNING 


* 
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A 


MORNING HYMN. 


H AS T E, O] my ſoul; exulting riſe, 
And with the glorious orb of day, 
Prepare thy morning ſacrifice, e 


And join Creation's choral lay. 


O! may each ſenſe with joy attend, 
The grateful rites my ſoul prepares, 
My lips their holy incenſe blend, 


And pour with fervent zeal my prayers. 


Glory to thee, my God and King, 
Whoſe ſacred guard my tent has kept, 
Beneath the ſhelter of whoſe wing, 
In ſweet ſecurity I've ſlept, 
Inſpir d 


A MORNING H YM N, 


Inſpir'd by thy almighty pow'r, 
I now refreſh'd, to light awake, 
And grateful hail the pleaſing hour, 
When, balmy Sleep, thy bands I break, 
Still, ſtill, almighty King, protect 
Thy ſervant thro' each circling day, 
And with thy ouiding aid direct 
My wand'ring feet, too prone to ſtray. 


Then while life's dreary vale I roam, 
To thee the votive ſong III raiſe, 
And when thy mandate calls me home, 
In heav'nly choirs I'll chaunt thy praiſe, 
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E VE NIN G HYMN. 


M Y ſoul, thy grateful homage pay, 
For all the bleſſings thou haſt known-; 
For thoſe that mark'd thy recent day,, 


And each unnumber'd moment flown. 


Now Night, in ſolemn pomp array'd,. 
O'er half the globe extends her reign; 
Now ſhines the floor of heav'n, inlaid 


With radiant, orbs, a wond'rous train! 


Let them be witneſs of my praiſe 
To him who form'd the earth and {ky ; 
Who out of chaos deign'd to raiſe, 
And bade th' obedient planets fly. 
| Grant 


« 
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AN EVENING HYMN. 149 


7 Grant me, O! Lord, each day to live, 
Still conſcious of that coming hour, 
When Death demands, and I ſhall give 


An awful tribute to his pow'r. 


O ! God, with confidence inſpir'd, 
I now return to needful reſt ; 

With faith and hope my boſom fir'd,. 
I feel the comforts of the bleſs d. 


But when my erring nature fails, = 
O! let my pow'rful Saviour plead ; 
His ſacred blood alone avails, 


His ſacred blood, for me decreed. 


O! may my ſoul in thee repoſe,. 
To thee her hopes, her fears reſign; 
And grant my eyes in peace may cloſe,, 
Confiding in thy pow'r divine. 
I A. Morn- 


MI, oo 1 
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Morning HYMN for a CH LL D. 


| 


S800 as the dawn has fireak'd the ſky, 


To thee, my God, my voice I'll raiſe ; 
Soon as the light ſalutes mine eye, 


To thee I'll tune my ſong of praiſe, 


Thy hallow'd name my heart ſhall warm, 
To thee my ſoul her pray'r ſhall pour; 
To thee, who ſtill, ſecur'd from harm, 


Preſerv'ſt me in the midnight hour. 


Still, gracious God, my heart direct; 
May all my labours ſeek thy praiſe : 
Do thou my heedleſs feet protect, 


And ſtill to thee my wonder raiſe ! 


e 
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Evening HYMN for a CHILD. 


ETERNAL glory, Lord, be thine, 
For ev'ry bleſſing I have known: 

May grateful ſongs of praiſe be mine, 
And may thoſe ſongs aſcend thy throne ! 2 


My heavy eyes in ſleep I'll cloſe, T 
Secure in thy almighty care; 

And bid my weary limbs repoſe, 
Confiding ſtill that thou art near 


Then when the ſleep of death ſhall come, 
With faith and hope let me obey 25 _ 
That pow'r which calls me to the tomb, 5 


Expectant of eternal day l 
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ON HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 
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WILLIAM AUGUSTUS Duke of Cumberland; 
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WILLIAM AUGUSTUS Duke of Cumberland. 


8 EE! Liberty, majeſtic mourner, weeps, 
And with the ſacred drops bedews the bier, 
Where cold and wan her darling hero ſleeps, 


No more her ſweet enliv'ning voice to hear. 


Sad Albion, hapleſs parent, ſunk in woe, 
With grief maternal hangs o'er WILLIAM dead; 
While down her fading cheeks freſh torrents flow, 
And all her iſle with deſolation ſpread. 
X 2 Hark! 
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136 ELEGY ON THE DUKE OF CUMBERLAND. 


Hark ! ſhe exclaims, © Ah ! here, my Britons, view 
That royal head: once laurel crowns it wore ; 


Now wreath'd with Cypreſs and with baleful Yew, - 
Bow d to the gloomy tyrant's awful pow'r. 


That noble heart which glow'd with native fire, 


i 
* 


My rights, my laws, to guard from hoſtile ſway, 
Its current froze, the vital pow'rs expire, 


And Death, triumphant, bears the prize away. 


« In icy bn bound, behold ! the hand _ ' 
. That ſwift as lightning dealt my vengeance round, 
Shook with my falchion Caledonia's land, 
While le trembling rebels fled th' affrighted ground. 


But oh! reflection but increaſes grief, 
by Great as his fame ſo poignant. is the ſmart ; 

« Whilſt aching mem'ry views the patriot chief 
Grav d on the tablet of each faithful heart. 
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* And though, by Heav'n's dread mandate, all muſt die, 


Nor royal lineage from the tomb can fave; 
© Tho' there, without diſtinction, levell'd he 


c The mightieſt monarch and the meaneſt ſlave ; 


© Yet Virtue hall, with honeſt care, embalm 


And from abſorbing Lethe's drowſy calm, 


How bright then his, hiſtoric truth ſhall tell, 
While Albion empreſs of the ſeas remains 


The prince, the ſlave, who bow'd before her ſhrine ; 


Shall ſnatch their names, in future days to ſhine. 


His glorious deeds her choiceſt page ſhall ſwell, 


There his lov'd name immortal honour gains. 


Each friend of freedom muſt his name revere, 
Approach my WII LIAx“s urn with pious awe ; 

Pay to his aſhes ſtill a grateful tear, | 
And mourn the loſt defender of their law.” 


ODES 


[ 158 J 
9 E 
. UN 8 


In Commemoration of the Inſtitution of the MaziNE 
SOCIETY, on occaſion of their Anniverſary Dinner at 
the Crown and Anchor Tavern in the Strand, the 22d 
Day of February, 1773. 1 


Sung by a Cholx of Boys marching round the Room, at 
the Head of the Society's Poor Boys. t 


_ 


8 OCIAL Virtue's liberal plan 

: Cheers the hapleſs race of man ; 
O'er the poor's defenceleſs head, 
See! her healing wings are ſpread ! 


Plants from Britain's earth behold, 
(Britain, parent of the bold) 
Snatch'd from Vice's horrid ws: 
Chilling penury and pain 


10 | | Rais'd 
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Rais'd by Virtue's powerful arm, 
See! their throbbing boſoms warm 
Certain pledge, how well they'll prove 
What they owe to SociaLr Love. 


Hail ! thou bleſſing all divine 
Still, O till, thro' Albion ſhine ; 
Whilſt thy golden chain's unbroke, 
Her foes ſhall bend beneath her yoke. 


Sung af TABLE by the ſame CnolR. 


SEE theſe happy youths, now made 
Bulwarks of our wealth and trade. 
From this glorious ſource will flow, 


Vigorous ſtrength, to quell each foc. 


x to ODES SUNG BEFORE THE MARINE SOCIETY: - 


May ſuch ſuch noble plans ſuſtain 
Grorce's empire on the main! 

May rich Commerce, England's pride, 
Still adorn her ſwelling tide ! 


While ye guardians of our iſle, FM 
Favour'd by his gracious ſmile, 

Band of patriot-brothers, tie 

The knot of ſocial amity ; 


Virtue hails the great deſign, 


n 
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She owns the impulſe quite divine; 
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Bids her patriot King approve 
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The golden band of SociAL Love ! 
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MARINE SOCIETY, . 2776. 


1 MPERIAL Britain, on her ſea-girt throne, 
In reſplendent glory ſhone ; 

Firm on her rock ſhe ſat, 

Sublime in antique ſtate, 

With myſtic laurel deck d; 

With bright illuſtrious trophies crown'd, = } 
While haughty nations bow fabmiſſive round g { 
Yet with maternal tears ſhe dews the ground, 
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For her rude progeny, who ꝓrove 
Truants to duty —glory—love ; 
Who madly ſtrive, and * dare, | Wires 


The My from her brow to tear 3 
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162 ODE FOR THE MARINE SOCIETY, 1796. 


Yet anxious ſtill—ſtill toiling to ſuſtain 

Her rights—their glories o'er the ſubject main, 
Her care-fraught boſom heay'd ; 

Kindly ſolicitous ſhe inly griev'd 

Their follies to explore; 

Yet hail'd the virtues of her darling ſhore, 


A IX. 


Thus fweet April's vernal tears 
By bright'ning gleams are chas'd away ; 
In fairer tints each flower appears 
When Phœbus gilds the doubtful day. 


RECITATIVE. 


Ah ſtop! ſhe cry'd, your wild career; 

Nor longer pant in Folly's train”; 
Your country's Genius will appear, 

Bright Honour ſtill aſſerts her reign. 


1 


Although 


ODE FOR THE MARINE SOCIETY, 1796, 163 


Although in Faſhion's giddy maze 
On light fantaſtic toe ye tread ; 

Yet Reaſon ſtartled ſtops to gaze, 
Nor follows there though Britons lead. 


N. 


Before your native virtue's beam, 
Folly's light vapours fade away ; 

When ſparks etherial brightly ſtream, 
Swiftly obſcuring clouds decay. / | 


SONG: 
soft Pity ſtill your boſoms ſwelling. 
Her lenient balm around you ſpread ; 


You fly to chear the mourner's dwelling, 
protective ſhield the houſeleſs head; 


With hand benign each child of woe 


AT 


From meagre: Want's pale gripe releaſe; 
You make the orphan's boſom glow, 
And ſoothe his throbbing heart to peace ; 

V2 


164% ODE FOR THE MARINE SOCIETY, 19596. 
| . | | 
No more the poignant pangs to feel 


Of Poverty's life-chilling train ; 
No more with deſperate hand to ſteal, 
But glorious bulwarks of my reign. 
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And are thoſe godlike virtues given 
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To you, my jarring ſons, in vain ? 
Shall Britons ſpurn the gifts of Heaven, 
And rudely burſt each ſoctal chain? 
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No no! let real patriots round me 


7 . 


No ſtronger twine the cords of love; 


For that's the only chain can hold ye, 
In peace—in war—your ſtrength twill prove. 


CHORUS. 
Awake—Arouſe your genuine glory, 
Aſſert your origin divine; 
Tranſmit to endleſs fame your ſtory, 
And in your country's annals ſhine. 


3 | DFT 


IT 


Orr gged England, fam'd in arms, 
Has ſhook the world with dread alarms, 
Perfidious France has oft brought low, 
While proud Iberia felt each blow: 
When ſacred Union's plaſtic band 
Diffus d its bleſſings round the land, 
From Eaſt to Weſt her blazon'd name 
Has ſwell'd the loudeſt trump of Fame. 
Then ev'ry ſon with filial pride 

Was to his parent Britain ty'd, 

Her rights with jealous care preſerv'd, 
Nor from the glorious duty ſwerv'd. 

And are thoſe golden æra's fled ? | 
Muſt England bow her laurel'd head ? a 


Forbid it, Genius of our iſtle! 


Dart through this gloom thy potent ſmile, 


For 
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iant gild thy ſea-girt ſhore 
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And 
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Shew hoſtile. nations, to their coſt, 
Thy England's proweſs is not lot. 


There let thy ſpreading banners gay 
- Still firmly-ſhield each rocky way, 
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GENIUS OF BRITAIN. 
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INSCRIBED T 6 


Her Grace the DuTcurss of DzvoNsHIRE. 
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Mod l A E i b e 
GENIUS OF BRITAIN. 


G ENIUS of Britain ! whoſe congenial ſmile, 
From infant time, with freedom bleſs d this Iſle ; 
Dart thy enliv'nung fire, thy pow'r proclaim, 
Awake thy ſlumb' ring ſons to deeds of fame: 
Though at luxurious Pleaſure's ſenſual ſhrine 


: _— — 


They bow obedient, and on vice refine ; 

Though Diſſipation's varying ſcenes can ſway, 
And from themſelves thy Britons ſteal away ; 

Yet ſhall thy ſacred voice the charm diffolve,- 
Call forth the latent ſpark, the firm reſolve ; _ 


2 Shall, 


to AN INVOCATION TO 


Shall, like an angel's trump, each heart alarm, 
Ang with æthereal fire each d warm; 
Shall to their brighten'd ſenſe bid fair appear 
"The re-trac'd glories of each conqu'ring year ; 
Shew victor Edward in his fable ſhield, 
And Agincourt's well-earn'd immortal field ; 
Where, by the delegated aid of Hedwn, 50 | 15 4 
Whoſe awful mandate to thy charge was Syn 
Thou, for the valiant Harrys votive band, TS 
- Brandiſh'd the guardian-glories of thy hand ; N 
While Gaul's perfidious ſons, in proud array, 
With trebled numbers, wond'ring, loſt the day: 
Haſte from thy pearly grots, thy coral caves, 


Whoſe margents green obſequious Neptune laves; 
He ardent waits thy dread beheſts to hear, 

And waft to hoſtile ſhores thy bolts of war ; 

He longs to view thy naval bulwarks ride, 


And grace, in martial pomp, his ſwelling tide ; 


THE GENIUS OF BRITAIN. mi 


He pants to ſee thy hardy ſons diſplay 


Unrivall'd colours o'er his wat'ry way. 


Oft has the-Ocean-god, with rapturous gaze, 
Seen circling glories round thy Britain blaze; 
Her active corps with nimble zeal beheld, 


With native courage, noble warmth impell'd, 
Furl their vaſt fails, their glorious banners rear, 
Unaw'd by numbers, unaſſaild by fear; 

Seen ſtubborn cords their nervous touch obey, 
And pond'rous maſts elaſtic bend as they ; 
Heard their bold thunder's undulating roar, 
And mark'd the terrors of each hoſtile ſhore. 


Warm'd by thy breath, that fire ſhall yet return, 
For Thee, for Glory, ev'ry boſom burn; 
Her trampled rights thy injur'd Iſle ſhall claim, 
And prove her birth-right from the rolls of Fame ; 
| 2 2 | | Abaſh'd 
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Abaſh'd by thee, inteſtine feuds expire, 
And healing Concord ſocial love inſpire ; 


While that inſidious Pow'r, whoſe faithleſs word 
Wounds, with her follies, keener than her ſword, 


Shall with her motley crew be aliens far, 
And feel the ſcourges of vindictive war. 


7 14 
13 


Purg'd be this land from all the reptile race, 


* ; s 


Whoſe manners poiſon, and whoſe modes difgrace ! 


Ill ſuits with Freedom's ſons their boaſted Ton, 
The In ght Cotillion, or more light Allemande. 
Say will not you, your country's darling pride, 
With whom the Virtues, Graces, are allied; 
Say will not you, like guardian-angels, ſtand, 
The warm defenders of your native land; 

Say will not you, hke Rome's immortal Fair, 
To Public- virtue ſacrifice your ſhare ; 

The idol Faſhion from his altars throw, 

And ſpurn the fripp'ry gaudes of Britain's foe ? | 


: 


Illuſtrious 


THE GENIUS OF BRITAIN, 1573 


Illuftrious train! in titled honours high, 

Th' alluring beacons of each humbler eye, 

Lead the bright van, begin the noble race! 
Such acts of glory will your Iineage grace. 


: 


Thou pole-ſtar, Dxvox, whoſe attractive ray 
Bids varied plumes in mimic homage play; 
Thou form of Beauty, thou fair ſoul of Truth, 
Whoſe paths are honour's, modes are flights of youth 1 14 
And beauteous GRAN BV, that recorded name, le. | 
Which grateful vet'rans ſhall tranſmit to fame; — 
Say will not you, ye nobly born and taught, 
With ev'ry charm, with ev'ry virtue fraught, 
True to the lories of each honour'd line, 
In public as in private virtues ſhine ? 
Shall not your country's wrongs your boſoms ſwell ? 
Shall not her foes your gen'rous rage impel ? 4 
Yes !l—Mighty ſhades from realms of peace ſhall view 


Their kindred honours brightly beam from you ! 
The: 


174 AN INVOCATION TO 


The genuine luſtre real Greatneſs ſheds,. , - _ 
Still like the ſun its chearing influence ſpreads, 
Darts midſt the deſart 's gloom. its genial ray, 

And calls ſecluded Worth to open day ; ; 

Seeks the lone ſpot where brooding Sorrow Sree, 
| And traces Merit to his humbleſt cells 3 

Soothes the deſponding mourner's throbbing breaſt, 
And lulls, with gen'rous care, each grief to reſt "wa 
Props the poor flow'r whoſe parent root is dead, 
And feeds th induſtrious hand with lib'ral bread : 
SPENCER can witneſs. how ſuch deeds refine, 

And give the human mind a ray divine. 


O! envied pow'r, the bleeding heart to heal, 
And guard, with Godlike care, the gen'ral weal ; 
'Tis this that ſmoothes the unſocial pomp of ſtate, 
And proves th' ennobled mortal truly great, 
Genivs of BRITAIN I fan the glowing fire, 

To deeds like theſe th' exalted train inſpire : 
3 


— 
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Thy jarring ſons unite in Freedom's eauſe, 
And let their ardent aim be thy applauſe ; 
Each factious dæmon's poiſonous art diſpel, 
And let thy potent pow'r diſſolve the ſpell ; 
Upraiſe neglected Vurtue's drooping head, | 
Recall the annals of the. mighty. dead ; 

Shew the brave noble probity of old, 

The pride of 1 the contempt of gold; 
Shew them that BRITONS were by Heav'n deſign'd 
The brighteſt patterns of their erring kind ; 
Worthy the ſpot to Freedom giv'n and Thee, 
« This little ſtone ſet in the ſilver ſea.” 


— — — 


When native virtue, love of martial fame, 
Were the rich trophies of each glorious name; 
When noble daring bade perfidious France 
Draw the keen blade, or · couch the quiv ring r ; 
Then, 1 averſe to foreign modes and arts, 
Thoſe treach rous | trifles that unman our hearts 
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ZY 
ma. 


96. AN INVOCATION TO 


They ſcorn'd her motley manners with diſdain, 
And found, in Reaſon's ſcale, her fopp'ries vain : 
Then each accompliſh'd Dame reſplendent ſhone 
In charms unrivall'd, charms that were her « on; 
While the interior bete of her mind, 
By judgment poliſh'd, real taſte refin'd, 

 Beam'd round the lovely form, the radiant face, 
| The ſofteſt uniſon of winning grace; 

Then, bliſsful time ! the blooming mother's pride 
Was, with nice care, each tender pledge to guide ; | 
With heedful eye th' expanding mind to form, 
With native truth the faint ideas warm; 

To rear the budding flow'r with tender care, 
And for its active ſcene the heart prepare. 

No alien's aid the noble parent ſought, - it 

No manners trivial were her offspring taught ; 


To think, to act, by Wiſdom's ſacred law 
She bade them learn, and copy what they ſaw ; | 


The 
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The docile mind ſhe rais'd by themes divine, 

Who form'd each glitt'ring orb, who bade them ſhine ! 
Thus taught to gaze, to wonder, and adore, 

They knew, they lov'd, obey'd Eternal Pow'r : 
GENIUS of BRITAINI bid thoſe days return, 


For Taxes, for VIR Tux, let each boſom burn. 


When thy firm ſons undaunted heard th' alarms 
Of vengeful pow'rs, nor fear'd united arms; 
Thy SENATE when aſtoniſn'd nations ſaw 
Deal out with ſteady zeal impartial law ; 
When dove-like Concord, ſoft as Hermon's dew, 
Could healing balſam o'er thy councils ſtrew ; 
By Taz inſpir'd, when Social Love alone 
With warm affection fenc'd thy envy'd throne ; 
Then thy brave ſons their Croſs victorious bore, 
The dreaded banner of thy ſea-girt ſhore: 
GENIUS of BRITAIN | let thoſe times return, 


For TREE, for Grory, bid each boſom burn. 
| | A a Still 


— 
— 3 
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Still ancient worth tiy DzLEGATE retains, 
No ſenſual vice thy royal ſceptre ſtains ;® 
In Pleaſure's tempting ſpring, thy cheering ray 
His heart impell'd to tread the better way; 
Proud of thy guardian- care, his honours ſpring, 
And form the rareſt gem—a CHRISTIAN KING: 
O | bid thy ſons his real worth revere, 
Bid loyal Love, bid native Zeal appear ; 
Bid the loud blaſts of horrid tamult ceaſe, 
And charm contending factions into peace: 
Gen1vs of BxiTain ! dart thy glowing fire, 
With loyal ardour ev'ry breaſt inſpire. 


Obedient ever to thy lov'd command, 
See peerleſs CHARLOTTE take imperial ſtand ; 
Supremely eminent, benign, ſerene, | 
She proves that real worth can grace a Queen ; 
She ſhews that rank can no exemption claim, 
The Wife, the Mother, ſtill one common name : 


Arduo us 


„ 
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Arduous indeed the loftier paths to tread, 
And midſt alluring pomp examples ſpread ; 
Yet does the royal matron brightly prove, * 
Th' excelling pattern of connubial love ; 

Her blooming offspring feel a mother's care, 
Whoſe well-apportion'd time they fondly ſhare, 
When from the toils of ſtate ſhe haſtes to find 
The ſofteſt tranſport of the human mind. 
Return then, GuarDian Pow's ! to bleſs thy land, 
Return, and reaſſume thy dread command; 
Thy drooping ſons, thy once-lov'd Britons mourn, 
And fervent wiſhes breathe for thy return : 
Quit then thy pearly grots, thy coral caves, 
Whoſe margents green obſequious NeeTUuNE laves, 


Let HI thy dread beheſts with rapture hear, 
And waft to hoſtile ſhores thy bolts of war; — 


. 
— 


Again let UN Iox's facred flag be ſpread, 
And crown with GLORIOUS WREATHS BRITANNIA'S HEAD. 


Aa 2 WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN UPON * 


The Variety of EPITAEHs offered for the Mo- 
nument of General WOLFE. 


#* | HRE E grateful nations Wor. rx inceſſant mourn, 
While tears of millions dew his ſacred urn; 

Then or his tomb the pomp. of verſe forbear, 

Enough to ſay—Victorious, Wo x reſts here. 


WRITTEN UPON 


The Neglect of Mr. STANLEY'S OxaTortos. 


W HEN Greece, ungrateful to her Poet's fire, 
Heard not the ſtrains which grac'd his living lyre, 

The ſightleſs Bard, with keeneſt woe oppreſt, 

| Roam'd through her crouded towns, obſcure, diſtreſt ; 
But when, by-pitying Heaven from pain remov'd, 
His ſoul enjoy d the harmony it lov'd, | 
Glories reſplendent crown'd. his.deathleſs lays, 

And rival cities claim'd. the Poet's bays. — 

Ah! let not Britain copy the ingrate, 

And doom her SrAxLEV to a Homer's fate. 
WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN ON A BLANK LEAF OP 


' ANSON'S VOYAGES, 
By a Lady, a Relation of the Author of this 


Volume of Poems. 


8 E E, noble Ansow | ſee thy fame compleat; 

As great thy virtue, thy reward is great: 

Titles and wealth forſake us in the grave, 

Immortal honour only pays the brave. 

The compaſs'd Globe, thy wond'rous ſkill here ſhewn, 

The various deaths eſcap'd on ſeas unknown, 

Each a& humane, each brave heroic deed, 

Our ſons to late poſterity ſhall read, 

Preſerv'd by WALTER in theſe faithful lines, 

Where BRITAIN 's glory mix'd with: Anson's: ſhines. 

Oh! well-told tale, oh ſweetly-pleaſing ſtyle,” 

The theme, the work, an honour to our iſle. 

Thus Rome's great Father in his Virgil lives, 

Thus Virgil's majeſty Aneas gives, 
: 10 A CARD 
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Sent to a NoBLEMAN with a Preſent of 


WELS Mur TON. 


T RUE Cambrian mutton, delicate to roaſt, 
Of finer taſte than England e' er can boaſt, 
From rural plains, the ruſtic miſtreſs ſends, 
With grateful wiſhes to her poliſh'd friends; 
Shou'd they the ſimple gift with ſmiles receive, 
And let the donor in their converſe live, _ 

The freedom pardon, that dares deck their board, 
And ſend proviſion to a noble Lord; 


Then ſure elate her flock would doubly pleaſe, 
And her ſurviving Britons feed at eaſe. 
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Sent to a Lady, who lamented the 


of a Curious BirD. 


M IRA, ceaſe thy plaintive ſtrains ; 
What though thy Bird of beauty's flown, 

Still one Siſter-grace remains, 

Form'd to wait on thee alone ; 
On thee, counil whom the rural choir 

Undecoy'd by art attend : 

Tuneful Robins hail thy fire, 

And thy ſummer walks befriend. 
Could Pythagoras perſuade me, 

I this tale would ſurely prove — 

That the feather'd train who wait thee, 


— 


Once were victims of thy love. 


Lodi : 


THE 


—— — 2 . 


ENTERTAINMENT OF THREE ACTS. 


B b 


ADVERTISEMENT; 


T HE ground-work of the following Dramatic attempt. is taken: 
from an Author as univerſally adfnir'd as known. 


PERSONS. 


LORD HAYLEM; 


HO RATIO. 


FLORIO; 


— 


LADY HAT LEM; 


EUDOSIA; += 


JAMES; 


a Nobleman, who, after living ſome time 
at Court, retired to a fine ſeat in the 
country. 


a Gentleman of ſmall fortune, Lord Hay- 
lem's boſom friend and neighbour; a 
man of real worth and univerſal learn- 


his ſon, an accompliſhed young Gentle- 
man, a ſtudent in the Temple: 


wife to Lord Haylem, a Lady of refined 
ſenſe, and great virtue, 


their daughter; a beautiful and well-edu- 
cated young lady, juſt attained to the 
age of twenty. 


an old faithful ſervant of Horatio's, | 


Scenes between Lord Haylem's houſe and Horatio's. 


W 


Time from Six to Three, 


B-b 2 * 


A* n 
FDD A Garden. 


Enter Lady Haylem reading. 


* Hair to thy living light, 
.« Ambrofial morn ! all hail thy roſeate ray; 
That bids gay Nature all her charms diſplay 
« In varied beauty bright; 
« That bids each dewy-ſpangled floweret riſe, 
% And dart around its vermeil dyes ; | 
« Bids ſilver luſtre grace yon ſparkling tide, _- 
« That winding warbles down the mountain's ſide.” | 
Mason. 
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How ſweet, indeed, is this calm hour of day! Nature 
diffuſes round her fragrant ſtore, as grateful incenſe for her 
Maker's bounties. The lowing herds, around, repeat his 
praiſe. The bird of morning ſhakes his downy pinions 
then, mounting, warbles forth how much he's bleſs d: while 
man, the paragon of all, too aft neglectful, with tranſient 

gratitude remembers all theſe bleſſings! yet, ſure, a ſcene 
like this, muſt wake reflection; and raiſe the aſpiring mind 
from low purſuits: Thou bounteous Power | I feel, I taſte 


theſe bleſlings. [ Eudgſia enters during ber ſpeating. 


And here, another gently ſteals upon me.— My ſoul's delight, 
my tender, mild Eudoſia, may all thy days be chearful as 
this morning 

EU DOSIA. 


Thanks, deareſt Madam; then ſure I muſt be happy, for 
this is quite ſerene. Oft have you told me, and I well believe 
it, that ſweet Serenity will dwell with Virtue; if then I 
. cultivate thoſe ſacred precepts, which your maternal fond- 
neſs ſo laviſhly A T Ne in every ſcene of life be 
nnn bg 

LADY HAYLEM. | 


Moſt true, Eudoſia. Tis not a rank in life, a blaze 
3 „ of 


[ 
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of jewels, or all the gaudy trappings of ambition, that con» 
ſtitute true happineſs or real pleaſure; tis in the mind alone 
they will reſide, the mind endued with virtue. Vou daily ſee 
the honeſt hinds (who taſte your father's bounty, and feed their 
little-ones with well earn d bread) know peace, content, and. 
all the ſofter, ſocial joys of life! (which we indeed with gur 
indulgence ſweeten): while Station, Eminence, Pride, Power, 
and Rank, pine under ills that gnaw their very being; becauſe 
they baniſh virtue. Not but that rank and power are oft 
times bleſſings, as doubtleſs riches are, if rightly uſed. But 
come, Eudoſia, our breakfaſt hour approaches; where is my: 
Lord? we'll ſpend. it in his ſtudy. 


EUDOSTIA. 


Madam, I left him there. Some ſoft emotion: ſeems to» 
have mov'd him much. Juſt when I paid my morning duty 
to him, he-claſp'd me to his breaſt and ſmiling kiſs'd me; 
then with a flood of tears bedewed my cheek. I, earneſt, 
aſked in what I had offended ; he ſmiled again, and faultering 
anſwer'd—Never.—Tell me, my deareſt Madam, what can it 
mean? a mind ſo calm as his, can ne'er be lightly mov'd, 


LADY HAYLEM. 


Perhaps, my love, ſome future plan for you might'then en+- 
gage 
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gage his thoughts. Perhaps his-fond idea ſaw you married. 
Beſides, it is your birth-day; you know this day you reach'd 
your twentieth year. His kind heart, no doubt, might melt 
in gratitude to that good: dens who e us ſuch a child. — 
But come, Eudoſia. 


E UDOSIA. 
| Madam, I attend you. 


[Exit Lady Haylem. 
EUDOSIA alone. | 


Married | forbid it ev'ry pow' r beniga, 8 
Till on that theme his thoughts accord with mine. 


Exit E . 


* j# 


THE BIRTH: DAY. 193 


Ss S H N n 


Changes to HORATIO's Houſe, 
Enter Horatio ſpeaking to James. 


This hour, I hope, will bring my Florio to me. When 
did the horſes go to meet him ?. 


AME s. 

Sir, they ſet out at three; and William ſaid he did not 
doubt but they'd be here by eight, as my young maſter's 
ever on the wing when he comes down to pay his duty to 


you. And well in troth-he may; ſo good a father is not 
often ſeen. 


HORATIO. 


Why, James, my ſon is truly duteous, and deſerves the 
utmoſt tenderneſs that I can ſhew him :—think'ſt thou not: 
ſo? I know thou lov'ſt us both. „„ 


JAMES: 


Indeed I do, and I have reaſon for it, Fer ſince my 
* | maſter. 
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— 


maſter Florio was an infant (I think not two months old) I've 
been your ſervant; during which time (and now I think 'tis near 
the tw -entieth year) I never knew one hour of hard-wrought 
_ ſervice: kind gentle looks, and winning ſoft entreaties, oft 
bade me think I was your friend, not ſervant; while he, from 
earlieſt infancy, was taught to aſk as favours what he might 
command. 


HO RATIO. 


My duty bade me teach him he was man; and that where 
real worth was found (whate er the ſtation) it was his duty to 
revere ſuch merit, and make the ſervile tie of bondage eaſy: 
ſuch worth I found in thee ; and be aſſur'd, in me thou'lt 
ever find a friend, as well as maſter. NT 


JAMES. 


| A thouſand bleſſings on you for your goodneſs ; and may 
my maſter Florio's worth repay, with filial duty, all your 
noble merits. O! could I ſee him ſettled well : in Ufe, 


twould ama me a happy. 
HO RATIO. 


Of that you need not doubt. The man, who weighs his 


actions by reaſon's balance and religion's ſcale, is ſure of ſet- 
tling 


1 
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tling well; virtuous content will ſtill attend his progreſs, 
and make each hour of life, tho' humble, happy. James 
I ſhall take a turn upon the terrace; ſoon as my ſon arrives, 
be ſure to call me. 


JAMES. 


Yes ſurely, Sir, I will, | 


ce 2 ACT 
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r 


SCENE I. Lord Haylem's Study, 


Diſcovers Lord and Lady Haylem and Euagſia riſing from 
1 Breakfaſt. „„ 


LORD HAYLEM. 


M fair Eudoſia, what is the pleaſing buſineſs of this 
morning? for well I know, that you, like royal Alfred, aſſign 
its taſk to ev'ry riſing hour, nor idly trifle time: But on this 
day, remember, this day which gave you to our fondneſs, 
and bade your infant eyes firſt look on light, I claim a 

double portion of it. 


EUDOSIA 


Where can I paſs my hours with more delight? My 
deareſt lord, I only will a little while attend my mother, 
who ever on this day trebles her bounty to the village-poor, 
that come in crouds to bleſs and ſhare her goodneſs. From 
T- that 
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that heart-gladdening ſcene, wil pay my morning viſit to my 
aviary, who fluttering, croud around to peck my favours: 
then inſtant wait upon you. 


LADY HAYLEM. 


You are a careful nurſe, indeed, Eudoſia; and from your 
earlieſt dawn of reaſon, with pleaſure have I trac'd that ſweet 
humanity, that now adorns and dignifies your Being: for 
I am apt to think, that none but noble minds are truly 
tender. 


LORD HAYLEM. 


Juſt are your ſentiments, indeed, my love. What happi- 
neſs peculiar thine, Eudoſia, whoſe ductile mind was form d 
by ſuch example, and early train'd to virtue. 


EUDOSIA. 


My obligations, Sir, to Heaven, and two ſuch parents, I ſy 
by obeying can acknowledge. 


LORD HAYLEM, 


My dear, your filial tenderneſs repays us amply, and Heaven 
will doubtleſs bleſs you for your goodneſs, But haſte and 
get your round of buſineſs filled; my friend Horatio dines 

Gb with 
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with us to-day ; he loves your converſe, and you muſt attend 
him; ſoon as he comes, you know, he will expect you. 
EUDOSIA. 
Vith joy 1 always ſee him, Sir; I look upon him as my 
ſecond parent! his learning, wit, politeneſs, all endear him, 
White'er he göcs; but doubly ſo to me, becauſe, with 
Kberal chre, He ſtrives to impart Thith, Hl take me beftefit 
by his example. i 
LORD HAYLEM. | 
Indeed, he truly Toves Whate'er is mine. Long have our 
real intereſts been the ſame. From tender infancy torip'ning 
manhood, een to this autumn of our lives, our friendſhip, 
warm, unimpair'd by time, more meHow:growsz -and'veaſon, 
ev'ry hour, confirms the tender choice of inclination. 
3 8 LADY HAYLEM. 

I have, my Lord, with frequent Pleaſure heard you repeat 
fond tales of your firſt artleſs friendſhip; how many ſocial 
ſprightly hours of innocence you-paſs'd'together, while your 
young friend's delight was ſtill to make you happy. 

LORD HAY.LEM. 
Yes ; ever gentle, friendly, was his temper; and tho his 


ſtudious 
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ſtudious genius prampted him to explore in foreign realms 
the paths of curious kngwledge, yet was I neger forgot: To 
me he ſent, by eyery opportunity, ingeſſant marks gf his 
increafing friendſhip ; Whilſt I, the hurry'd in the tumyl- A 


tuous circle of a court, priz'd ev'ry letter hike my Prince's fa- 
vour: And when, with ev'ry poliſh'd art replete, he home re- 
turn'd, Heavens! with what Joy did I again behold him, 
and earneſt vow'd, that we would part no more. 


LADY HAYLEM. 
Which vow you both have faithfully accompliſh'd ; For 
ſince that happy moment that made me your's, and good 
Horatio choſe his blooming bride (alas! untimely. gone) 
within this peaceful village have we liv'd, where year on 
year has gently crept upon us, with little ſorrow, care, or 
diſappointment. | 
LORD H AYLEM. 


Bleſs'd be thy worth, my dear, indeed we have; and were it 
not for that heart-cutting ſtroke, his Julias death (in pride 
of life, and hour of ripening beauty) ; Julia, his lovely bride; 
(ſcarce was ſhe more, for not twelve moons had o'er their union 
roll d) we had been ſure too happy; but Heaven, in mercy, 
ſtrikes oft'times to ſave us; too much proſperity benumbs 

10 our 
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our ſenſes, and chains our faculties to earthly pleaſures; yet 


Providence, benign, to ſoothe his forrows, left him a ſcion, 
tho' the tree was blaſted ; which he, with tender care, | has 
duly cultur'd, till now it blooms with all its mother's fra- 
grance. | 
| | EUDOSIA. 

Poor helpleſs Florio, to loſe thy mother juſt when thy 


Kttle eyes beheld the light. But, my good Madam, he has 


often told me, your tender care ſupply'd that fatal loſs, and 


bleſs d his infant days with real fondneſs. | 


LADY HAYLEM:; 


My dear, I on I lov'd you both alike, and equal are your 
years as is my fondneſs; for but three days was Florio born- 
before you: indeed, your prattling infancy was ſpent to- 
gether, and I dare ſay you love him as a brother. 


EUDOSIA., | 
Worth like Florio's, Madam, will ever claim regard... 
LORD HAYLEM. 


E wiſh he may arrive before Horatio comes; I think he 


told me, he did this day expect him: His preſence. would in- 


3 creaſe 


i 
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creaſe the joys of meeting, and add a new vivacity to friend- 
ſhip. But, Ladies, ſee my watch upbraids us with tranſ- 
greſſing rules, and borrowing too much time. 


LADY HAYLEM. 
The fault, my Lord, is yours: for believe me, 
Where manly reaſon waits on cordial love, 
Time on his ſwifteſt wing is fare to move. 
| [ Exeunt.. 


D d SCENE 
\ 


i 
| 
C | 
I! 
| 
| 
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S8 C EN E II. 
In Horatio's Houſe. 


Horatio enters ſpeaking to James, 


Ah! what is my Florio come ? 


| JAMES. 
Yes, Sir, my maſter's juſt alighting, and I muſt haſte to 
HO RATIO. 


Shew him directly hither, I truly long to embrace him. 


Enter Florio. 


FLORIO. 
My deareſt father, what joy is mine to ſee you 
HORATTIO. 


My ſon ! my friend! thus let me hold thee to my beating 
heart, that there thou may'ſt be told how much thou art 
welcome. 


FLORIO. 
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To mine I muſt appeal to ſpeak for me; for, ſurely, that 


alone can tell, what ſolid comfort the ſight of ſuch a parent 
ever gives me. 


HO RATIO. 
Thy actions juſtly ſpeak the language of it, while I ex- 
ulting own I am prouder of thee, deck'd as thou art, thus 
grac'd with worth and honour, with noble principles refin'd 
by learning, than if I had a train of titles for thee, or could 
endow thee with the wealth of India. 


FLORIO. 


How bleſs'd am I in ſuch a judging parent, whoſe merits 
taught me to be fond of virtue ! Your bright example fir'd 
my little boſom, and made me wiſh to be juſt like my father; 
while your inſtructive hand was watchful o'er me, pointing 
the proper track to every ſcience. Great were the advantages 
that I enjoyed ; and I indeed ſhould be moſt worthleſs, did I 
not ſhew by ev'ry act of mine, that I in manners, as in 
blood, am proud to boaſt them both deriv'd from you. 


HORATIO. 


My deareſt boy, no more, —you're quite become a courtier. 
"Tis well I have you here; our purer air will purge away the 
D d 2 complimenting 
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complimenting ſtrain which poliſh'd cities give you. But 
tell me, Florio, has it not mov'd your wonder, why I ſhould 
' hurry you away from town two months at leaſt before your 

purpos'd viſit ? | 
FLORIO. 

With rapture, Sir, I read your laſt commands; for tho' tis 
doubtleſs right to ply our ſtudies with warm and cloſe atten- 
tion, and I with pleaſure do ſo; yet when I think of viſiting 
theſe peaceful ſhades, where firſt I drew my breath ; of ſeeing 
| you, my father, and your friends, the good inhabitants of 
yon delightful manſion ; all other pleaſures ſeem but low 
purſuits; and this, alone, the effect of truth and reaſon. 


HORATIO. 
When all are under proper regulation, ſure ev'ry paſſion 
vill conduce to virtue. How few exert that noble privilege, 
and make their paſſions ſervants! how happy they that do! 
But, my dear Florio, let me now ſpeak of buſineſs. Haylem 
deſires we there would dine to-day, and would be early with 
him; for ſo he much requeſted ; it is Eudoſia's birth-day : I 
wiſh you had arriv'd a few days ſooner, I might have then re- 
joic'd with you on your's. 


FLORIO. 


Indeed, Sir, that I never once remember'd. But tell me, 
3 8 Sir 7 


' 
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Sir, how fares your worthy friend and family; I hope they 
all are well, 


HOR A 10. 
Yes, Heaven be praiſed, and happy; very happy! Tis at 
my Lord's moſt preſſing ſuit you now are ſummon'd here. 
FLORIO. 
' You kindly make me, Sir, of greater conſequence, than cer 
I deem'd myſelf; but if, by any act of mine, I can in the leaſt 


conduce to ſerve Lord Haylem, I ſhall be truly happy ; then 
pray, good Sir, inform me, what may this buſineſs be ? 


_HORATIO. 


Attend, and I will tell you. 1 know his dau hter $ 
fair, as ever fancy form'd. 


FLORIO. 
Who can forget it, that e er ſaw Eudoſia? But what of that 
HORATIO. 


Why that, tho' oft her ſex's darling pride, is but her ſlight- 
eſt merit=charm I mean; for her interior beauties are by far 
ſurpaſſing z Nature, indeed, has been moſt liberal to her; 
and thoſe fine gifts have, with the care of her judicions pa- 


rents, 


— 
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rents, been poliſh'd like a curious diamond by ſome nice ar- 
tiſt's hand; which now ſhine forth, and beam a thouſand 
beauties, 

TE FLORIO. 
She ſure is near perfection! 


* 


HO RATIO. 

No wonder then a fair- one thus accompliſh'd, with ſuch a 

fortune too as Haylem is poſſeſs'd of, ſhould meet with many f 

ſuitors; tho' none by her, or by her friends, regarded; till 

late a near relation of his Lordſhip's (tho' not by him for 

many years acknowledg'd) appears, enrich'd with qualities ſo 
rare, as really make him worthy of Eudoſia, 


| FLORIO. | 
is ſomewhat odd! Moſt rare, indeed, muſt be thoſe 


2 qualities, that give the ſmalleſt right to claim ſuch beauties. 


But does Eudoſia like him? 
| HO RATIO. 
Vou kno what delicacy of mind and virgin modeſty appear 
in ev'ry action of her life; you then may well imagine no 


* giddy levity can there be ſeen, no flirting air, no common 


forward fondneſs ; but, you may well depend, my Lord, who 
zs bleſs#d with ev'ry ſocial virtue, will ne'er beſtow her hand 
| 5 but 
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but where her heart went with it. No, he's too good a 
parent. | 
FLORIO, 


If ever man was truly bleſs'd, this happy youth muſt be ſo. 
I do preſume, Sir, that he has an equal fortune, which muſt 
enhance his merit. | 


HORATIO. 


Why, as he is a worthy man, tis ſome addition. Yes, he 
is heir to one as good as Haylem's. Had that but been thy 
lot, I might have hop'd to 've ſeen thee, Florio —— But no 
more. My boy! you ſeem diſturb'd. Alas ! what mean 


theſe varied paſſions, which change thy countenance, and 
ſhake thy frame ? 


FLORIO. 


I hate hypocriſy, and why ſhould 1 diſſemble? My friend 
and father, pity and forgive me, when I confeſs the weak- 
neſs of my ſoul, and own I've long with ardour lov'd Eudoſia. 
But why do I profane her name, and call it weakneſs ? No, I 
glory in it, and dedicate my future life to love” her, tho' I 
may never ſee her more; though only from my eyes has ſhe 
receiv'd the ſmalleſt inſtance of my love; hopeleſs, indeed, has 
ever been my paſſion; her rank, her fortune, ſet her far above 


me; 
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me; and tho” your tender friendſhip with her father, gave 
me a footing there which made me happy ; yet ſooner than 
baſely to have wrong'd that friendſhip, by any mean diſcovery 
of my paſſion, I would have inſtant died. 


HO RATIO. 


My deareſt Florio, that was truly noble; but well I know- 
thy honeſt ſoul could ne er deſcend to baſenefs. My heart is. 
full with ſtrong emotions for thee. But ſummon all thy 
fortitude; for know that thou art appointed to draw the 


marriage-ſettlements, and muſt be careful they are done with 
judgment and preciſion. 


FLORIO. 


Was it for this I flew with rapture hither ! How mutable- 
is life! I long, yet dread to ſee theſe happy lovers. But why 
ſhould I dread, whom I have never injur'd ? | | 


| HORATIO. 
| My worthy friend: well knows our income's ſcanty ; and: 
as I ever have avoided receiving favours from him, and he- 
bears a high opinion of thy knowledge ; I find he now in- 
tends to make this happy period ſubſervient to his love and. 
friendſhip for us, and amply pay thy labour. 


FLORTIO.. 
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FLORIO. 


Heaven grant me power to execute it well, and that will 
overpay me. 
HORATIO, 


'Tis now high time to dreſs, The chaiſe will ſoon be ready. 
But I had quite forgot ; you needs muſt want refreſhment. 


-. FLORIO. 
Oh! Sir, my mind, alone, now wants it. 
HORATIO. 
Remember, Florio, what a favourite writer, whoſe leſſons 
I early planted in your mind, ſublimely ſays ; EY 


« Whate'er the virtuous mind itſelf denies, 


«© The ſecret care of Providence ſupplies.” 
[ Exeunt. 


mY —— — > — 2 
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Enter Lady Haylem and Eudofia, meeting. 


LADY HAYLEM. 


5 nies Gerd. Radoliat but you, L knows ate 
ever quick n oocaſions. 


| EU DOSTIA. 

Madam. 1 be very glad to copy you ; and I am well 
aſſur d, that you think time a gift, by far too precious to waſte 
it at the toilet. 

LADY HAYLEM. 


My dear, your tenderneſs for me makes you regard my 
actions with a partial eye; but, ſure, that woman's mind 
can be but * deck d, who can devote whole hours to de- 


I 8 | corate 


1 
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corate her perſon ; though neatneſs is a duty ev'ry one 
ſhould practiſe. Horatio makes it late: Why is my friend 
fo tardy ? 


EUDOSIA 
My Lord is quite impatient, and wonders at his abſence. 
LADY HAYLEM. 
Indeed his coming here to-day is big with vaſt impor- 
tance to us all ; but moſt to thee, Eudoſia, 
E U DOSIA. 
To me! what means your Ladyſhip ? 
| LADY HAYLEM. 


You know this morn, Eudoſia, you obſerv'd contending 
paſſions ſwell'd my good Lord's heart; I told you then, that 


'twas, perhaps, for you thoſe ſoft emotions roſe, and my 


ſurmiſe was true. 
'EUDOSIA. 
For me! explain theſe myſtic riddles, my dear Madam. 
LADY HAYLEM. | 


My lov'd Eudoſia, were I to paint your gentle worth in 


Ee 2 native 
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native colours, which I could do with all a mother's fondneſs, 
*twould hurt your modeſty ; and you, perhaps, might deem 
me ſomewhat partial: Let it ſuffice, that I may juſtly ſay, 
that, by Heaven's liberal hand, you are bleſs'd with all accom- 


pliſhments of mind and perſon, which a fond prone s warm-. 
eſt wiſh could hope for. 


EUDOSIA. 


My deareſt M adam, whate'er I am, your forming e care has 
made me. But whither tends all this? 


LADY HAYLEM. 


Attentive hear me, and I will inform you. That ſuch per- 
fections will ever claim regard, even in a trifling age as this 
is deem'd, is moſt undoubted ; eſpecially when fortune is not 
wanting. You know, that theſe attractions have, ſome time 
ſince, procur d you many lovers; which we, as they were all 
to you either diſpleaſing or indifferent, have rejected; but as 
we both are now ſincerely anxious to ſee you married well 


9 9 85 EUDOSIA. 
Married ! 


LADY HAYLEM. | | 
Yes; your good father, who knows your virtues, and with 
| his 


1 
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his friend have made mankind their ſtudy, think they have 
found out one whoſe worth, in all reſpects, will equal your's ; 
his temper ſweetneſs, turn of mind the ſame; nor can we 
doubt your duty and compliance. 


EU DOS IA. 


I hope I never ſhall forget my duty: But O! my mother, 
tho' this unknown may be poſſeſs d of ev'ry ſhining virtue, 
which I too may admire, perhaps I cannot love him; and then 
you, ſure, will not expect compliance. 


LADY HAYLEM. 
You muſt determine ſhortly; for with Horatio comes 
young Florio. 
| EUDOSIA, 
Ah! Madam, is it Florio ? 
LADY HAYLEM. 


Florio, my dear what mean you ? Why that confuſion, 
child ? Yes; Florio comes for this young gentleman, deputed 
by his father, to make propoſals for you ; 'tis now ; his buſi- 
neſs here: But what will moſt ſurprize you is, that your new 
lover is a near relation of Lord Haylem's, to which you've 
been a ſtranger ; his fortune too the ſame, and of undoubted 


proof 
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proof a moſt accompliſh'd man. You ſeem transfix'd, Eu- 
dofia ! Is marriage then ſo terrible a ſubject? what have you 
ſeen, in our behaviour, can make the ſtate ſo dreadful ? 


EUDOSIA. | 
Oh! never, never. Nought elſe but gentle tenderneſs 
and cordial love was ever known between you; watchful to 
ſoothe each care that dar d to intrude, and doubly bleſs'd when 
both were well and happy. Such joys will ne'er be mine. 


LADY HAYLEM. | 

Yes, yes, Eudoſia, Heaven has 1n ſtore bleſſings for you, 
which filial piety is ever ſure to meet with. But come, my 
life, chear up; be more compos d; remember what you ſaid 
this morning—Serenity will ever dwell with Virtue.—Retire 
a while, I think I hear Horatio. [Exit Eudgſia. 


| LADY HAYLEM alone. 
My dear Eudoſia, I've trac'd thy gentle heart thro' all its 
windings, and find it ever good, As a rich foil, it bounti- 
fully pays for all the pains of culture, 


Juſt like a garden is the infant mind, | 
Who ſows th' pureſt ſeed th' faireſt flow'r will find. 
[Exit Lady Haylem. 
SCENE 


1 
* 
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en N 


Enter Lord Haylem, ' Horatio, and Florio, meeting. 


LORD HAYLEM. 


Health to my dear Horatio and my Florio ; I truly joy to 
ſee you both. But why ſo long did you delay my Oy 'd 
pleaſure? Indeed you've made it late. 


HO RATIO. 


Why really, Haylem, the raptures that I felt on Florio's 
coming, beguil'd the flying moments, and deceiv'd me: But 
bleſs'd be the ſocial hour which now unites us; and ever 
bleſs'd the birth-day of Eudoſia : When I am with you I am 
ſomewhat more than happy. 


LORD HAYLEM. 


4 


AC 


We have ever ſtrove to make each other ſo; and when I gaze, 
as now I do, on Florio, I think my friendſhip burns as 


bright for ham, 


FLORIO. 
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FLORIO. 
How ſhall I merit ſuch a glorious title, as good Lord Hay- 
lem's friend ! Could I, indeed, but emulate the great exam- 
' ples now before me, I then might hope that honour. | 


LORD HAYLEM. 
My dear young friend, your worth already claims it, and 
you will ever ſhare me with Horatio. 


FLORIO. 
My ever noble Lord, you are too bounteous ! 


LORD HAYLEM. 
You have, I do preſume, Horatio, told him, why with 
85 ſuch haſte you ſent for him from London. | | 


| HORATIO. 

* . Partly, my Lord, I've told him your intentions: his honeſty 
I am ſure you may rely on; I think his judgment too. But 
where are the ladies ? My lovely ** never us d to be thus 
long before ſhe ſaw me. 


LORD HAYLEM. . 
Come to the drawing-room, we there ſhall find them; I 
am ſure they are not inform'd of your arrival. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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65-6 SCENE UL 
The Drawing-Room. 


Diſcovers Lady Haylem and Eudfia at work. 


* 
LADY HAYLEM. 


Your ſprig, I ſee, is almoſt done, Eudoſia. 
EUDOSIA. 


Madam, it almoſt is; but I am not diſpos'd to work to- 
day; my mind is ſomewhat diſcompos'd ; I can't attend to 


any thing. 
LADY HAYEEM. 


Well then, my dear, Id have you work no more ; and ſee, 
the gentlemen are coming. 
Enter Lord Haylem, Horatio, and Florio, . 
LADY HAYLEM. BEE 


Ah! my good friend Horatio, are you then come at laſt ? 
ME: I am 


f 4 
; 

; 

1H 


| 
. . 
{ 
| 
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I am very glad to ſee you. Say, is it thus you honour my 
Eudoſia ? Indeed, we both have chid the lazy moments, and 


fet you down as loiterers. 


HORATIO. 
0 my dear Madam, could I be fo on ſuch a day as this.? 


No, no, you know me better; and to my gentle fair-one 


muſt excuſe me. 


LADY HAYLEM. 


I much rejoice to ſee your fayourite Florio, and do expect 
that he will make your peace. 


EUD O SIA. 
Mars, tis made alread y. 


LADY HAYLEM. 


I am glad to ſee you, Florio, look ſo well ; I hope your 


journey was not too. fatiguing. 
FLORIO. 
aide, the "RF PW of coming here, at lat, would make 
a ney" rs as tedious, pleaſing. 
LADY HAYLE M. 


Eudofia ! are you not glad to ſee your old friend Florio ? 
— beg you'd * him welcome. | 
EUDOSIA 
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EU DOS IA. 


Madam, my father's friends are ever welcome to me, but 


Florio doubly ſo; becauſe from very early life he too was il 
mine. Sir, I rejoice to ſee you. 1 
FLORIO. || 
Alas 7 now am ſorry for it. 22 ] PREY you honour | | 
me too much. | 
| EUDOSIA. | * 
How cool he anſwers ! yet he looks embarraſs d. [Afde. 0 
HO RAT Io. 15 
My ſweet Eudoſia, what makes you look fo grave? I al- J | | 
ways love to ſee you chearful. wn 
EUDOSIA. in 
We can't be always ſo, Sir; yet the ſight of you ſure ever 1 
gives me pleaſure; though tis but ſeldom I have known ſo Fi jt 
little, as at this preſent meeting. 1 
"FLORIO, © jv} 
Be ſtill, my throbbing heart. IA. 1 
LORD HAYLEM. ww 
Come, come, my dear; I know your heart fo well, that 14 
F f 2 what 1 
| | 
4 
i 
| 


# 
1 

Ft 
h 

1 
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| 
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what affords me happineſs, can never fail to pleaſe my good 
„ <1 ts 
LADY HAYLEM. 
Well, Horatio, you have not now, I hope, forgot the cuſ- 
tomary tribute, which ever on this day you. kindly paid Eu- 
doſia. Your choſen favours, in curious order, grace her 


. 


HO RATIO. 

Madam, my memory here is faithful as my friendſhip; 
but what I have this day. to give, ſo far ſurpaſſes all I have 
beſtow d, that I muſt pauſe awhile, it will ſo. much amaze: 
| her. | 7 


LORD. HAYLE M. 


Not more, I think, than what I now intend to give to 
Florio; for I muſt keep the: * you have ſet, and let him 
are my favour. 


HO RATIO. | 
Mark me, Eudoſia; in- this plain little caſket” there-is a: 
gem of ſuch prodigious, value, as will, I think, ſtrew oer 
your life with bleſſings. Tis emblematic only; but if it 
meets with your regard (of which I think I am certain) I 
hope, with duteous love and gratitude, you'll ever hold it 
dear. 


EU DO SIA. 
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EUDOSIA 

What can it be! but certain it is, I muſt regard whatever 

you beſtow, as I am ſure tis good. 
LORD HAYLEM. 

Not to. be backward with my friend Horatio, I now muſt 
tell you, Florio, that in this caſe you'll find: a taliſman for 
every ſorrow ; ſorrow and this were never yet acquainted ; 
long may they keep aſunder. It is a gift of qualities ſo rare, 
« it beggars all deſcription ;” be ſure you wrap it in your 
« heart's beſt core,” nor ever rudely wrong it; tis what I 
have for many years been counting, like miſer's gold, but: 
now reſign: it. to you. 

LADY HAYLEM. 


Why ſure l theſe gifts have ſome inchantment in them. 


| EUDOSIA. 
L long to ſee them opened. 
FL O RIO. 
8o do I. — 


LORD HAYLEM:. 
With joy receive it, Florio,, as I truly give its 
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FLORIO. 


My Lord, I do. Ah! doTlive!—am I awake! and in my 
perfect ſenſes !—deceive me not, my eyes ! it is Eudoſia!—You 
cannot mean to mock me, Sir, you ſurely are too noble. 


EUDOSIA.. 
_ Amazement ! whence this rapture ? 


HORATIO. 


Now, now, Eudoſia, is the auſpicious moment, for me to 

unfold the myſteries of time, and give you what I've promis'd. 
| [Opens the caſket and gives her a picture. 

EUDOSIA. 

I take it with impatience, Ye gracious Powers! O ! Ma- 


dam, it is Florio, 


LADY HAYLEM. 
Ves, that is the ſemblance of the youth I mentioned. Is 
he not what I ſpake him, my Eudoſia? 


EUDOSIA. 


My father's near relation, Madam ? that can never be! 
indeed, I am quite aſtoniſh'd ! 


e 
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FLORIO, 
LJ am loft in admiration and delight! 


LORD HAYLEM. 


Well, were our promiſes too largely given, or do our gifts 


exceed them ? what ſays Florio ? 
FLORIO. :- 


01 my good Lord, thus let me bend, in humble gratitude, 
for ſuch a precious favour: But can you mean to realize the 
bleſſing ? I hardly dare enquire. 


LORD HAYLEM. 
Riſe, riſe, dear Florio.—Yes, the fair original attends the 


copy, if that is well received; for ſo Horatio ſays; and he, 
alone, has legal right to give you ſuch a jewel. 
F LORIO. 
My father legal right to give Eudoſia 


LADY HAYLEM. 
See here ſhe ſtands almoſt a ſtatue ; quite Ioft in joy and 
wonder ; Is it not fo, 'my love ? — 


E UD 0 8 I A. 
What ſhall I ſay? I know not which is greateſt | 
HORATIO. 
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Fl 


of 


HORATIO. 


Prepare thee then for more. Come to my longing arms, 
and let me tell thee—Thou art—mine ; theſe fond parental | 
tears proclaim it — Mine, and my honour'd Julias; com- 
mitted, from thy infant moments, to the indulgent care of 
love and friendſhip, that nobly have diſcharged the tender 
truſt; nor ever ſuffer'd thee to know that loſs, which elſe had _ 
been fo fatal. 

| EUDOSIA. | 
| Ah! Sir, are you my father ?—Yes, Nature, ſure, I feel 
—_ | | 
. FLORIO. | 

Julia, my mother, her's !—Forbid it Heaven! 

i LORD HAYLEM. 

No; let me eaſe thy generous, anxious heart, thou much- 
lov'd, worthy youth. Here! here thy joyful mother ſtands, 
and I—thy happy father. She kindly join'd with us, on 
Julia's death, to change you both, in hopes of. great advan - 
tage | which hopes are fully bleſs d: For, every tender, beau-, 
teous quality Eudoſia ſure might boaſt of, if boaſting were 
a merit; and every honeſt, noble, manly virtue, was by Ho- 

ratio's care and: great experience, ſown in thy opening mind. 


I wo fortune, 
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A fortune, unexpected, now attends thee, which might per- 
haps, if known, have damp'd thy ardour in thy various 
ſtudies, and been ere this inſipid; but, now, thy worth in- 
ſures a laſting pleaſure; nor will it be the leaſt, to ſne thy 
gratitude to good Horatio. 


FLORIO. 


All power's too weak for that, My ever honour'd T7 
ſhare my love and duty. 


LORD HAYLEM., 
I truſt we ever ſhall—And what may we N from ſuch 
an union? 

LADY HAYLEM. 

The faireſt fruits of Virtue, love and filial piety. Yes, my 

Eudoſia, 'twas thy mother, lovely Julia, whom we, this morn, 

with ſad remembrance mentioned; but I have ever been a 

mother to thee, and now am doubly ſo. My generous Hay- 

lem deems it a real happineſs to crown, with Fortune's gifts, 

an object ſo deſerving ; and is immenſely proud to join his 

intereſts, in ſuch a tender manner, with Horatio. 


— 
— 
"i 


— 


HO RATIO. 


Thou truly lovely woman! how do thy noble manners, 
. love 
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love of honour, recall to my remembrance what I have loſt ! 
But, no more; let me be thankful for my preſent bleſſings, 
for they are great, and many. My dear Eudoſia, let thy 
future conduct beſt prove thy father's gratitude, as well as 
n 
EUDOSIA. | 
Yes, my dear father, that.I hope it will ; and be a faith- 

ful record too of mine. | 


FLORIO. 
My life ſhall be the pledge on t. O ! my ever lov'd Eu- 
doſia, I am ſupremely bleſs'd, and cannot ſpeak my rapture: - 
But ſay then, are you happy ? | 


EUDOSIA. 
Ol my Florio, may all our happineſs like this be mutual: 
But join with me to thank thoſe rare examples, who gave us 
power to know and taſte ſuch bleſſings. 


| FLORIO. 
My charming maid, I do; and Heaven will thank Ig 
for ſucha fair diſcharge of every duty. 


HORATTIO. 
Well, Florio, how are your ſpirits now? Think you, you 
*- & | can 
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can inſpect the marriage writings with We. and pre- 
ciſion? 
FLORIO. 


With joy, I am ſure I can. 
LADY HAYLEM, 


Well, Eudoſia, how like you our TENOR ? I told you 
nought but truth. 


EUDOSIA. 


But, Madam, ſo myſterious, I dreamt not of ſuch hap- 


pineſs. 
LORD HAYLEM., 


Now, my children, ſoon as we can diſpatch each needful 
preparation, we will complete your union. I have order'd 
all my tenants to be ſent for, to celebrate our dear Eudoſia's 
birth-day, and dedicate the hours to ſprightly mirth. They, 
with our good domeſtics, ſhall partake the joy in which they 
are all concern'd ; and you, I truſt, will cheriſh their deſcen- 
dants, whoſe merits claim your notice, as we have e ever done 
their honeſt parents. — 


HO RATIO. 


a” 


Yes, my lov'd children, be ſure you ſtill remember, you 
G g 2 live 
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live not for yourſelves alone ; but are the agents of a boun- 
teous Maker, and muſt diſpenſe his comforts to the needy : 
And you, kind partners of my heart-felt joy, 


Let us, with tranſport, view this happy pair, 
Whoſe growing virtues well reward our care ; 


May our example ſtrike each noble mind, 
And every Florio an Eudoſia find ! 


T H 
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THE TRANSLATION OF | 
A Greek HYMN to APOLI.O 


VERSIFIED. 


Suppoſed to have been written above 3000 Years, 


G REAT Father of the bright-ey'd morn, 
(O! hear thy ſuppliant's voice) 
Whoſe radiant beams our world adorn, 
And ſmiling day rejoice ; | | 
When thy feet-winged courſers fly, | i 
And roſeate wheels diſplay, : 
As rapid o'er the eonvex ſky 
They ſpecd their liquid way, 
Adorn'd with Iocks of radiant hue; 
Whoſe ſplendors bounteous ſpread. 23 — 
Around the vaſt expanſe, and ſhew 
The ſhining tracks they tread,. 
| Of 
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Of fire. Immortal ſtreams, from thee, 
The genial hours produce; 


The potent healing herb we ſee, 
And ſeeds of various uſe. 


To thee the Stars, a chorus train, 


| Inceſſant hymns reſound, 
While pleas'd Olympus hears thy ſtrain, 
And wafts thy honours round. 
| From thee not far, the filver Moon 
Her kind affection proves 3 
| She bids the ſeaſons ripen ſoon, 


She guards the vales, the groves; #2 : 
By Heifers ſpotleſs white ſhe's drawn, wo 

Her robe the ether ſweeps, 
She pearls with dew the verdant lawn, 

She ſwells the ebbing deeps, 
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Fa IR, near Bootes' feet, with ſplendid ray, 

The Virgin's luſtre rivals ev'n the day; 

Her beauteons hand a radiant ear ſuſtains 

Of man's vaſt bleſſing, bright in golden grains. 

Say, does the Maid from great Aſtræus ſpring, 
Father of conſtellations, mighty King ! 

He, whom loud Fame proclaims the Sire of light, 2 
Whoſe ſparkling wonders charm the gazers' ſight ? 
Whate'er her line, propitious from her birth, 

Still may her radiance cheer our favour'd earth; 
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With dazzling ſweetneſs may ſhe ſtill appear, 

And with her trophy grace our hemiſphere ! 

Once (bliſsful time !) if old report has truth, 

The fair celeſtial, in immortal youth, 

Vouchſaf d to dwell with man, with lore divine 

| Deigning to teach, to govern, to refine : 

With friendly care, the juſt, the good, ſhe ſought ; 

Inſpir'd each noble act, each generous thought; 

Did, meekly-gracious, condeſcend to dwell 

Among the favour'd race ſhe lov'd ſo well: 

Though Goddeſs born, purſues her foſt'ring plan, 

Diffuſing bleſſings o'er the race of man. 

Attentive females heard, and did adore, 

While men, with ſuppliant joy, obey'd her power ; 
Aw'd by the truths divine, that grac'd her tongue, | 

: (Pure as the radiant ſource from whence ſhe ſprung) 

Gladly exulting, they her might proclaim'd, 

And their bright queen, celeſtial Juſtice nam d. 
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Pleas'd with that due regard fo kindly paid, 
Their future weal employ'd th' immortal maid : © 
She in their populous ſtreets conven'd the throng ; 
Oft in aſſembled crouds ſhe tun'd her ſong; ” 
Sweet in ſeraphic ſtrains reveal'd her will ; 
Taught how'to chuſe the good, avoid the ill. 

In thoſe bleſt days contention bore no ſway ;'' | 
No baneful folly mark'd the placid day ; ' ' | 

No diſcord then corrodin 8 influence ſpread, 

But lovely Peace erectly rais'd her head, 

Fluttering her downy pinions round the world, 

And jarring atoms back to Chaos hurl'd. 
Unknown was then the mighty Ocean's power. 
Unknown the tempeſts that around him lour; 

No floating caſtles plough'd his circling tide, 
No dreadful thunders on his billows ride: 
Inventive Genius then had never taught | 
The dire machines, with fatal miſchief fraught ; 
Hh The 
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The uſeful plough, the docile oxen, then 
The richeſt treaſures of che happieſt men: 
No glittering gems were brought from diſtant ſoil, 
The price of virtue and the bane of toil ; 
No tortur'd ſlave's upbraiding groans were heard ; 
Unſought was wealth, and anguiſh never fear'd ; 
While their indulgent queen, with liberal hand, 
tre / d tenfold bleflings o'er the finiling land, 
Delighted, charm'd, ſuch ſubjects to behold, 
Stamped the bright ara with the name of Gold: 
Thus did the Goddeſs on the earth remain, 
Tin man, ungratefal, ſpurn'd her bliſsful reign ; 
She then beheld them with a ſterner grace, 1 


And veil'd in frowns the ſplendor of her face; 
- Withdrew her, frequent, from their weaken'd ſight, 

125 Flew to the lonely cave or mountam's height, 
There, to the happy few who fought her aid, 
Still ſoft, inſtructive, was th' immortal Maid; 
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To them ſhe ſtill unfolds her ſpotleſs page. | | 
And beams faint luſtre on the ſilver age, 4 1: 


One time, deſcending with the ev'n, ſhe came, 
The people ſummon'd in her awful name, 1 
Then, in commanding majeſty array d, | 5 
Their baſe ingratitude- her loye—diſplay'd ; 

« To you (ſhe cried) ye thankleſs race, no more 

«© By me ſhall Wiſdom ope her ſacred ſtore ; 

«« Far from th' abodes of men I'll wing my flight,. n+ 
And viſit realms of empyrean light; 

" N or longer midſt the headſtrong crew reſide, 

« With Envy, Folly, Wretchedneſs, and Pride. 

« Degenerate progeny of golden race, 

« Whoſe ancient virtues now your crimes efface, 

« Yet more debas'd your offspring {till ſhall prove, 7 

« Unknown to virtuous truth, to ſacred love; 


Hh 2 1 Then 
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Then hoſtile War will ruſh in dread array, 
„And blood and laughter ſhock the face of day; 
© Oppreſlion, then, her galling chain ſhall bind, 
And with her ſcorpion laſh affi&t mankind.” 


Appalr d, they liſten to the dread preſage 
Of embryo ſorrows to the rifing age ; 
While the wrong'd Goddefs wing'd her rapid flight, 
And inſtant gain'd her favourite mountains height. 
In vain they now regret the vaniſh'd Maid, 
Vainly her counſel ſeek, or court her aid; 
Hid in ſecluded groves ſhe did remain, 
Until their offspring form'd the Brazen reign ; 
Then men deſtructive roſe, unſocial band! 8 
Who ſpread contention round the guilty land ; 
| They forg'd the murderous ſword, the Gd "_ 
And made the docile OX their baſeneſs feel ; 


Fed 
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Fed on the lowing herds they us'd to lead 
In ſportive gambols o'er the flow'ry mead. 
Affrighted Juſtice fled the bloody ſoil, | 
Nor longer wou'd on earth her name defile, 
But upward flew, in ſplendor to appear, 
And near Bodtes grace the hemiſphere. 
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Of His Majeſty”: $ Ship Qu EREC. 


Ir aught of glory n hs E . 5 
If deeds illuſtrious mark th' hiſtoric page, 
If Truth, immortal maid ! on Britain wait, * 
With the fair records of each hero's fate; 85 
Then, midſt the foremoſt, ſhall her Fa RMER's name 
Shine in the annals of eternal fame, 
Join'd with his kindred WoL yE's, in glory Join'd ; 
| In both were valour, honour, worth, combin'd ; 
Mark'd by one fate, one name, their own to raiſe, 
| Quunnc, to each a monument of praiſe. 
Both votive offerin gs for their country bleed, 


__ gain in death their ſpotleſs honour's meed. 
0 | BLEGY 
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THOMAS Lord LYTTELTON. 


7 HE Muſe, whoſe ſorrows darken'd Hagley's groves, 
When their lov'd Lycipas forgot to breathe, | 
Now ſtrikes her penſive lyre to keener wi 
While thoſe ſad ſtrains a kindred warmth bequeath. 


Alas, LorHARIO! wert thou Virtue's child, 
Sweet Lucy's offspring, Lycivas thy fire ? 
How from thy noble lineage wander'd wild ! 
_ How warp'd thy native worth by vain defire ! 


Yet oft the meed of genius haſt thou won; 
Didſt thou not gain from fame the faireſt wreath?” | 
Did not each Muſe attend on Lucy's ſon, 
| And for his brows the greeneſt chaplets weave ? 
Yes, 
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Ves, early gain d, as early did they fade; GC 
Bankrupt in honour, with a vicious train, 

His ſhort-liv'd trophics wither'd 3 in the ſhade 
Of baleful pleaſures, of amuſements vain. 


Then, gel condemn d, the crayons reaſoner flew, In Yo 
Spreading contagious eloquence around ; | 


No ſweet domeſtic Peace, no pleaſure © Ix 
Nor where one ſolid comfort could be found. 


His brilliant mit, oP all who heand admir'd, 
The genius charms, while all the man deſpiſe; 3. 
Ev'n though that wit each gentler grace inſpir d, 
Ev'n though ſweet pity bade the genius . 
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Mark it, ye gay !—while in the wild career 
Of falſe ambition's airy dance arrangd, 
Th' unerring, unſuſpeRed foe drew near, | Ser 
And with one rapid blow the proſpect chang'd ! 
Angel 


THOMAS LORD-LYTTELTON. 


Angel of Mercy ! in that awful hour | 
Didſt Thou ſpeak comfort to his ſtruggling heart ? 
Did not his anguiſh ſupplicate Thy power ? 8 
His pungent forrow Plead t. che Wm 8 park ? 


On Thy ſweet charms the Muſe delights to dwell, 
Fair delegate of heaven's immortal King! 


Thy healing balm can every pain repel, 
And blunt the tyrant conqu'ror's venom'd ſting. 


Who knows the limits of thy great command ? 
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Who knows what contrite pangs his boſom heay'd ? 


Who knows what fervent vows to Heaven he plann'd, 


Or the laſt powerful ſigh his anguiſh breath d 


Clos'd be the painful ſeene the trembling Muſe  _ 


Drops the ſad tear of pity on his tomb, 
Nor dares abſolve, nor raſhly dares accuſe,” 
But leaves to Mercy's God his final doom. 
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CAP TAIN, o 


 OQQUuEEN of arms, of arts, imperial Iſle, 
Parent of noble deeds, of fair deſire, 

Where Freedom: (ſite of F attion's gloom) will ſmile, 
Warming thy dauntleſs ſons with genuine fire ! 

| Oh! ſpeak thy ſorrows, caſe thy bleeding heart, 

That wells a nt at thy hero's doom ; 

That ſon, who fondly took a paxent's part, 0 
Her glories ſpreading, found a barbarous tomb. 

Command his worth in laſting verſe to ſhine, 
Bid Fame, bid Hiſtory, his ſculpture rear. 

Bid generous Britons conſecrate his ſhrine, 

And Coox's lov'd name command. the grateful tear. 
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